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CHAPTER  I. 


AN   ENGLISHWOMAN  S   CASTLE, 

^IMONGST  the  many  promises  offered  by 
^  the  future,  there  is  none  to  Avhieh 
people  look  forward  with  so  much 
pleasui-e  as  to  that  condition  they  are 
pleased  to  term  independence.  With  men  the 
idea  of  tliis  abnormal  state  is  comprised  either  m 
the  tenancy  of  a  j^ublic-house,  or  the  occupation 
and  tillage  of  land,  according  to  the  means  of  the 
visionary  independent;  while  with  w^omen  the 
letting  of  lodgings  alone  would  seem  to  satisfy  a 
craving  for  self-government  utterly  opposed  to  the 
very  conditions  and  peculiarities  of  their  sex. 
Each  of  these  pursuits  appears  to  me  esjjecially 
influenced  by  circumstances  beyond  individual 
VOL,    HI.  B 


2  THE    BEOOKES   OF    BEIDLEMEKE. 

control;  but  perhaps  the  last  is,  of*  all  others, 
that  which,  necessitating  considerable  pliability 
of  character,  and  implicit  obedience  to  the  whims 
of  one's  fellow-creatures,  is  therefore  furthest  of 
all  removed  from  the  impossible  state  of  inde- 
pendence desired. 

Miss  Prince,  showing  fussy  bachelors  and  sus- 
jiicious  matrons  over  a  house  near  the  Strand,  of 
Avhich  she  had  recently  purchased  the  lease  and 
fixtures  for  a  term  of  years,  sometimes  wished  her- 
self back  again  at  Tollesdale,  subject  only  to  the 
caprices  of  Lady  Waywarden,  rather  than  the 
imperious  summons  of  taxes,  gas,  and  water-rates, 
the  weekly  impositions  of  tradesmen,  the  daily 
vexations  of  servants,  and  the  hourly  demands  on 
time  and  patience  exacted  by  the  first  and  second 
floor.  It  was,  to  use  her  own  words,  "up  early 
and  down  late  now,  and  everything  to  see  to  with 
one's  own  eyes,  and  all  the  work  of  three  stories 
to  be  got  through  by  one  pair  of  hands.  As  to 
servants !  bless  you,  my  dear,  servants  are  worse 
than  useless  in  a  place  like  this;  for  cooking 
means  waste ;  and  cleaning-up,  drunkenness ;  and 
even  dusting  is  but  another  word  for  breaking 
everything  within  reach,  right  and  left !" 
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In  such  a  strain  did  Miss  Prince  then  ease  her 
mind,  two  or  three  times  in  an  afternoon,  while 
discussing  the  many  drawbacks  incidental  to 
housekeeping,  'with  her  dear  friend  Mrs.  George 
Stoney,  that  lady  having  brought  herself  and  her 
whole  family,  present  and  prospective,  to  lodge 
with  her  old  schoolmistress.  It  is  only  fau-  to  say, 
however,  that  the  little  woman  was,  in  her  heart, 
as  happy  and  as  full  of  chirp  as  a  canary  in  its 
cage.  The  sweetest  bread  is  the  hardest  earned ; 
the  soundest  sleep,  that  which  is  wrested  from 
toil ;  and  then  what  matter  vexation,  cares,  annoy- 
ances, when  we  have  got  our  real  treasures  about 
us  ?  Miss  Prince  never  wished  herself  back  at 
Tollesdale  for  more  than  a  minute  at  a  time. 

In  the  front  attic  was  stowed  away  the  poor 
paralytic  sister,  so  serene,  so  contented,  so  happy ! 
blessing  God  that  her  disease  had  but  little 
affected  the  mind,  and  could  not  paralyse  the  soul. 
The  back  attic  was  a  lumber-room,  rich  in  accu- 
mulations of  dust  and  litter,  offering  to  orderly 
dispositions  like  Miss  Prince's  a  hideous  and 
revolting  sight.  In  the  bed-rooms  were  lodged, 
with  great  compressible  skill,  Mrs.  George  Stoney, 
her  husband,  and  family  ;  Jane,  who  had  followed 
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their  fortunes,  sleeping  out,  as  it  is  called,  much 
against  the  advice  and  opinion  of  Dot.  The  draw- 
ing-rooms were  occupied  by  a  Scotch  surgeon  of 
no  inconsiderable  practice — an  obliging  but  ex- 
tremely troublesome  lodger,  as  Miss  Prince  dis- 
covered when  she  had  taken  him  in  a  week ; 
eccentric  in  habits,  irregular  in  hours,  not  averse 
to  tobacco,  and  with  a  strong  inclination  for 
chemistry.  Of  late,  indeed,  he  rented  the  back 
parlour,  and  had  turned  that  small  and  gloomy 
apartment  into  a  laboratory.  Philip  Stoney  occu- 
pied the  corresponding  room  in  front ;  and  where 
Miss  Prince  herself  slept,  and  performed  her 
toilet,  remains  to  this  day  a  mystery.  Neverthe- 
less, the  little  woman  was  always  as  precise  in 
dress  and  prim  in  demeanour  as  if  she  still  ex- 
pected to  meet  Lord  Waywarden  at  every  turn. 
Time  and  absence  had,  moreover,  in  no  way 
diminished  her  admiration  for  the  character  of 
that  nobleman.  A  print  from  his  portrait  by 
Grant,  on  his  favourite  cob  Ploughboy,  hung  in 
the  parlour,  and  views  of  Tollesdale,  from  different 
points  and  at  various  elevations,  adorned  the 
drawing-rooms  both  front  and  back. 

Miss  Prince's  gigantic  heart  was  as  adhesive  as 
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an  oyster.  From  its  great  size,  too,  and  the  small 
circle  of  her  acquaintance,  she  had  plenty  of  room 
in  it  to  accommodate  them  all.  It  had  taken  in 
the  Avhole  family  of  the  Stoneys ;  and,  indeed,  the 
greatest  blessing  to  that  little  community,  after 
all  their  reverses,  was  that  they  might  be  to- 
gether. The  ostensible  object  of  their  residence 
in  London  being  that  George,  as  well  as  his 
brother  Philip,  should  obtain  some  mercantile 
employment,  for  which  he  was  well  qualified  by 
habit  and  education.  He  had  been,  however,  so 
shaken  in  health  by  his  reverses,  that  both  wife 
and  brother  persuaded  him,  though  with  difficulty, 
to  rest  awhile  from  all  bodily  and  mental  labour. 
To  this  end  Philip  brought  every  shilling  of  his 
own  small  earnings  to  the  common  stock;  and 
these  driblets,  with  the  modest  portion  of  Mrs. 
Stoney,  settled  on  herself,  kept  the  family  from 
the  pressure  of  actual  want.  That  lady  came  out 
with  considerable  energy  under  such  trying  cir- 
cumstances. If  her  polysyllables  were  more  fre- 
quent, and  her  manners  more  stately,  than  in 
prosperous  days,  the  long  words  did  not  embarrass 
her  activity,  nor  the  queenly  airs  diminish  aught 
of  the  diligence  \nth  which  she  bared  her  comely 
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arms  to  roll  a  pancake,  and  to  beat  up  a  pudding. 
"Woman's  proper  sphere  is  her  home,"  Mrs. 
George  would  observe  with  great  dignity  several 
times  in  the  day ;  "  and  no  duties  connected  with 
that  home,  be  it  cottage,  or  be  it  castle  (Dot,  run 
and  fetch  me  the  dishcloth),  can  be  too  high  for 
the  meanest,  or  too  low  for  the  noblest  of  her  sex ! 
A  genteel  female.  Miss  Prince,  as  well  you  know, 
is  a  genteel  female  still,  sitting  at  the  head  of  her 
own  table,  or  down  on  her  knees,  blacking  her 
own  grates." 

Such  sentiments,  so  entirely  in  accordance  with 
her  present  feelings,  and,  as  she  fondly  believed, 
the  result  of  early  tuition,  sank  gratefully  on  Miss 
Prince's  ear.  She  had  let  the  second  floor  to  her 
(jld  friends  at  a  rent  calculated  to  meet  their 
resources,  rather  than  to  pay  the  interest  on  her 
own  capital ;  and  this  arrangement  was  effected, 
moreover,  with  the  most  scrujuilous  consideration 
for  their  feelings ;  but  the  good  little  landlady 
never  grudged  her  liberality  for  an  instant.  My 
own  belief  is  that  both  the  women  were  exceed- 
ingly happy  under  their  privations.  They  worked 
hard ;  they  bargained  hard ;  they  lived  hard ; 
they  agreed  in  thinking  their  maid-of-all-work  the 
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least  efficient  domestic  of  ber  kind.  "  An  idle, 
saucy  thing !  with  no  more  head  than  a  pin !"  was 
the  form  in  which  they  worded  their  condemna- 
tion. They  also  esteemed  a  cup  of  tea,  when  the 
afternoon's  work  was  accomplished,  as  the  primary 
condition  of  health  and  chief  luxuiy  of  life.  That 
refreshment  they  imbibed  together  out  of  a  little 
brown  tea-pot  m  Philip's  apartment,  before  he 
came  home  from  business,  and  would  please 
themselves  over  their  refection  by  looking  back  to 
days  of  former  splendour,  far  brighter  than  reality, 
as  seen  through  the  glowing  medium  of  contrast 
and  time. 

To  hear  their  talk  you  would  have  supposed 
them  reduced  peeresses  at  least — Lady  Bountifuls 
in  the  country,  Lady  Patronesses  in  town.  Lady 
Absolutes  everywhere — bearing  exile,  privation, 
misfortune,  with  the  courage  and  constancy  of 
noble  blood.  After  all,  it  amused  them,  and  did 
nobody  any  harm. 

George  Stoney,  too,  seemed  better  in  health 
since  he  had  come  to  London.  In  Middlesworth 
everything  reminded  him  too  forcibly  of  liis  mis- 
fortune and  the  station  from  which  he  had  fallen ; 
but  in  the  capital,  where  nobody  knew  him,  and 
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he  knew  nobody,  he  relapsed  with  tolerable  con- 
tentment into  a  mere  unit  of  the  throng.  It 
seemed,  too,  that  in  London  ruin  was  nothing 
unusual,  nor  was  there  any  rarity  in  eitlier  making 
or  losing  a  fortune.  "  A  thousand  openings,"  as 
Mrs.  George  said,  "continually  offered  themselves 
in  the  City ;"  and  so  long  as  none  of  these  were 
examined  too  closely,  the  way  to  wealth  appeared 
delightfully  easy  and  secure.  George  read  the 
papers,  took  his  early  walk,  lounged  and  rested, 
with  the  idea  that  he  was  merely  looking  about 
liim  to  choose  with  caution  the  most  eligible 
among  all  the  very  eligible  modes  in  wliich  a  man 
of  business  habits  and  practical  experience  could 
employ  his  talents.  In  the  meantime  his  health 
improved,  and  his  fits  of  despondency  became  less 
distressing.  His  was  one  of  tlie  many  dispositions, 
over-sensitive,  and  deficient  in  self-reliance,  that 
can  bear  sorrow  better  than  anxiety,  to  which  the 
prospect  of  misfortune  is  far  more  terrible  than 
misfortune  itself.  He  was  very  happy,  too,  in  the 
constant  society  of  wife  and  children,  especially 
Dot ;  and  tliut  young  lady,  delighting,  as  became 
her  ago  and  sex,  in  anything  like  change,  fiitted 
about  hiin,  and  petted  and  worried    Lim  to   liis 
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heart's  content,  when  she  was  not  occupied  on  the 
staircase  witli  a  newer,  and  therefore  more  im- 
portant, conquest. 

I  am  concerned  to  state  that,  in  the  present 
phase  of  domestic  aifairs,  and  under  the  relaxed 
surveillance  of  Jane,  a  shocking  flirtation  had 
sprung  up  between  Dot  and  the  lodger  of  scientific 
tastes — a  tall,  uncouth  personage,  with  red  hair, 
freckled  skin,  and  an  inordinate  fondness  for 
children.  This  good-hum oiu-ed  ogre  had  served 
Her  Majesty  in  no  less  distinguished  a  regiment 
than  the  Dancing  Hussars,  where  his  quaint  man- 
ners and  thorough-going  honesty  made  him  a 
favourite  with  the  men  in  the  hospital,  as  with 
the  officers  at  the  mess-table.  Being  a  military 
sm-geon,  it  is  needless  to  observe  that  his  tastes 
were  both  scientific  and  domestic,  cherished  all 
the  more  fondly  that  the  conditions  of  his  pro- 
fession were  especially  antagonistic  to  study  and 
repose.  I  am  bound  to  admit,  however,  that  his 
opinion  of  the  healing  art  was  somewhat  deroga- 
tory, especially  as  regarded  the  skill  required  in 
its  higher  branches. 

"  A  sm-geon,"  he  would  say,  in  the  broad  Scotch 
accent  that  fifteen  years'  quizzing  had  been  un- 
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able  to  modify — "  a  surgeon's  just  a  wright,  mon, 
or  a  joiner  like.  He  can  mend,  but  lie  canna 
mak'.  He'll  be  none  the  worse  o'  gumption  when 
the  stretcher's  laid.  Wi'  madicin',  it's  clean  guess- 
work. I'll  no'  say  but  a  docktor'll  be  whiles  right. 
It's  mair  by  gude  luck  than  gude  guidance,  tho'." 

With  such  sentiments,  it  was  strange  that  Mr. 
Blair,  as  he  was  called,  should  have  had  any 
practice  at  all ;  and  ladies  certainly  would  have 
placed  but  little  confidence  in  so  plain-dealing  a 
professor.  To  say,  "My  dear  madam,  there's 
nothing  the  matter  with  you.  If  you  were  to  get 
up  and  clean  the  house,  you  would  be  quite 
well!"  insures  dismissal  from  attendance  on  a' 
genteel  invalid.  Far  better  to  prescribe  excite- 
ment, tonics,  change  of  scene,  and  good  hving ; 
to  forbid  worry,  opposition,  agitation,  or  exposure 
to  cold,  and  to  lay  all  disorders  of  stomach,  liver, 
lassitude,  and  discontent,  upon  sensitive  fibres 
(whatever  they  may  mean  !),  relaxation  of  nerves, 
and,  general  want  of  tone  in  the  wliolc  system. 

Mr.  Blah,  however,  was  a  skilful  operator,  and 
the  extraordinary  strength  of  his  long,  bony, 
freckled  fingers  stood  him  in  good  stead  where 
dexterous  manipulation  was  required  in  wounds. 
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fractures,  or  such  other  local  injuries  as  he  con- 
temptuously designated  "just  joiner's  work  !" 

Dot,  then,  who  had  of  late  abandoned  her 
favourite  camel  for  a  certain  ill-used  doll  with  a 
shock  head  of  hair — which,  although  she  lavished 
many  beautiful  epithets  on  it  in  private,  was 
known  in  the  family  by  the  name  of  "  Mumps  " — 
during  the  rehearsal  of  some  theatrical  per- 
formance, hurled  her  Fetich  from  top  to  bottom 
of  the  staircase,  narrowly  missing  the  glass-lamp  in 
the  hall.  Mumps  pitched  on  her  head,  which 
broke  short  off  at  the  neck,  and  Dot,  though 
generally  pitiless,  was  so  moved  by  this  unex- 
pected decapitation  that  she  forthwith  began  to 
cry.  A  door  on  the  landing  opened,  a  red  head, 
with  whiskers  to  match,  protruded  itseK,  and  a 
long,  freckled  hand  wandered  over  the  curls  and 
pinafore  of  the  sobbing  child,  as  gently  as  though 
she  were  some  rare  specimen  of  moth  or  butterfly 
whose  beauty  would  crumble  beneath  its  touch. 
Dot  looked  up,  a  little  frightened,  through  her 
tears,  but  presently  reassured  by  the  kindly  glance 
of  the  grey  eyes,  with  their  white  lashes,  pointed 
with  mute  eloquence  to  the  doll's  sad  dismember- 
ment, and  wept  afresh. 
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"  Dinna  greet,  my  bonnie  bii'd !  dinna  greet !" 
said  the  tall  Scotchman,  examining  the  case  with 
as  much  gravity  as  if  Mumps  had  been  a  human 
subject.  "  Whisht,  lassie,  I'm  saying !  What  for 
would  ye  mak'  a  blether  for  the  like  o'  yon? 
See,  now,  I'm  a  joiner  mysel'.  Come  aw^ay  wi' 
me,  an'  I'll  just  tak'  up  the  arteries,  and  tie  the 
ligaments,  and  sort  your  wee  bairnie  for  ye  's  good 
as  new !" 

Dot,  in  the  keen  perception  of  childhood,  re- 
cognised that  true  sympathy  which  begins  with 
assistance.  She  clasped  the  bony  finger  confi- 
dently in  her  own  little  fist,  and  looked  up  to  the 
Scotchman's  face. 

"Will  it  be  ]\Iumps,  the  same  as  before  she 
was  broke  ?"  said  the  child,  with  vague  misgivings 
that  such  a  resurrection  was  too  delightful  to  be 
real. 

"  Mumps,  sure  enough,"  replied  her  new  friend, 
ushering  the  little  lady  with  great  delight  into  his 
own  apartments.  "  Hey,  lassie  !  There's  a  piece 
till  ye.  Sit  i/ou  down,  my  woman,  till  I  fit  the 
auld  head  on  the  auld  shouthers.  Look,  see  what 
a  canny  bairn  you've  gotten  noo  that  it's  minnie's 
done  grectin' !" 
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So  Dot,  accommodated  with  a  slice  of  bread 
and  marmalade,  watched  her  host's  operations 
with  the  greatest  curiosity  and  delight,  dangling 
her  legs  from  his  great  arm-chair,  smearing  its 
leather  cover,  as  well  as  her  own  face,  with  mar- 
malade, and  making  herself  in  all  respects  com- 
pletely at  home. 

After  this  introduction  the  pair  were  insepa- 
rable. When  the  surgeon  came  back  from  his 
practice.  Dot,  hearing  his  step  in  the  hall,  never 
failed  to  ■  fly  down-stau-s  for  a  romp  with  her 
friend — a  romp  so  vigorous  and  of  such  duration 
as  to  incur  Jane's  grave  displeasure  when  her 
charge  returned  hot,  tumbled,  dishevelled,  break- 
ing at  intervals  into  unseemly  mirth,  and  agitated 
by  the  hiccoughs,  too  surely  consequent  on  over 
indulgence  in  that  agreeable  emotion. 

She  had  wonderful  stories  also  to  tell  the  family 
concerning  her  new  admirer.  Miraculous  descrip- 
tions of  his  magic  powers ;  his  conjuring  accom- 
plishments ;  the  instruments  laid  out  on  his  shelves ; 
and  something,  almost  as  big  as  Mumps,  that  he 
kept  in  a  jar.  She  had  even  excited  the  curiosity 
of  her  father  concerning  this  remarkable  north- 
countryman,  long  before  Mr.  Blair,  who  was  shy 
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modest,  and  retiring,  though  he  had  worn  an  hussar 
uniform,  could  bring  himself  to  sustain  an  inter- 
view with  any  of  his  fellow-lodgers.  Through  the 
good  offices  of  Miss  Prince,  however,  an  intro- 
duction was  at  length  effected,  and  it  was  with  no 
little  pride  that  Dot,  in  a  clean  frock  and  hands, 
for  the  occasion,  conducted  her  own  particular 
friend  up-stairs,  and  herself  ushered  him  into  the 
presence  of  her  family  on  the  second  floor. 

Philip,  coming  home  from  business,  that  even- 
ing was  formally  repudiated  by  the  fickle  young 
lady,  who  annoimced  her  approaching  nuptials 
with  "  Good  Blair,"  as  she  called  him,  in  a  tone  of 
becoming  solemnity.  He  could  not  but  laugh  at 
the  gravity  with  which  Dot  administered  consola- 
tion for  his  disappointment,  assuring  him  that  on 
her  wedding  trip,  to  "  the  place  where  the  beasts 
are,  like  my  Noah's  Ark,  if  he  would  promise  not 
to  cry  he  should  go  there  too." 

He  seldom  laughed  now.  Philip  had  need  of 
all  his  courage,  and  all  his  determination,  to  keep 
up  his  spirits  in  the  routine  of  daily  drudgeiy  to 
which  he  seemed  hopelessly  tied  for  any  length  of 
time  to  come.  There  was  labour  required,  clear- 
headedness,  honesty,   unremitting    attention — all 
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the  qualities  that  go  to  money-making,  without 
the  lure  of  prospective  wealth.  He  felt  he  was 
but  the  horse  in  the  mill,  working  round  the 
weary  circle  only  to  secure  his  daily  feed ;  with 
speed  to  wui  a  plate,  and  mettle  to  cross  a  country, 
yet  hampered  to  the  plodding,  monotonous  task 
that  an  ass,  had  it  but  the  weight,  could  do  as 
well.  Philip  did  not  complain — nay,  he  never 
even  suffered  himself  to  repine.  Partly  in  the 
gladsome  days  that  seemed  so  far  off  now,  partly 
under  the  pressure  of  adversity  and  grievous  dis- 
appointment, he  had  learnt  the  great  lesson  of  life. 
He  knew  that  it  was  well  for  man  not  to  have  the 
selection  of  his  own  lot.  He  believed  that  there 
might  be  good  reasons  for  many  things  that  were 
utterly  beyond  liis  own  comprehension.  He  felt 
that  three-score  years  and  ten  was  but  a  miserable 
segment  of  the  perfect  circle  that  comprised 
existence.  He  had  trained  himself  to  think,  as  a 
soldier  who  takes  his  turn  of  guard-mounting  or 
fatigue,  the  review  before  royalty,  or  the  bivouac 
under  fire,  equably  and  indifferently,  because  they 
constitute  alike  the  general  principle  which  he 
calls  duty.  As  a  traveller,  to  whom  it  is  of  little 
import  that  the  way   should   be   here   smoother. 
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there  rougher,  now  in  the  scorching  sun,  then  in 
the  pelting  shower,  because  it  is  but  a  day's  work 
after  all,  and  home  is  so  near  at  hand.  He  could 
think  of  Helen,  and  the  dream  that  had  never 
quite  seemed  a  possibility,  without  bitterness, 
almost  without  regret.  It  was  something  to  know 
of  what  his  nature  was  capable,  had  circumstances 
been  different.  He  could  even  trust  himself  to 
dwell  on  the  pale,  stately  beauty  that  constituted 
his  ideal  of  womanhood,  and  feared  not  to  recall 
looks  and  tones  and  kind  words  spoken,  because, 
as  he  insisted  to  himself,  Miss  Brooke  was  only  a 
memory  now.  A  memory  indeed !  I  should  like 
to  hear  some  casuist  define  the  difference  between 
a  memory  and  a  reality.  Substance  and  shadow 
can  never  be  very  far  apart.  Philip's  hopeless 
attachment,  like  all  others  so  called,  had  a  con- 
siderable leaven  of  indefinite  hope  at  its  very 
core. 

To  be  sure,  he  didn't  know  everything,  and  it 
was  lucky  for  him  that  he  did  not. 

Going  constantly  to  business,  through  the  most 
crowded  thoroughfares  of  London,  this  young  man 
could  not  of  com-se  take  note  of  the  countenance 
or  figure  of  eveiy  passenger  he  shouldered  on  the 
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pavement.  It  is  easy  enough  to  pass  a  familiar 
friend  without  recognition  in  the  City.  Thus  it 
happened  that  Philip  Stoney  was  unaware  of  the 
impression  made  by  his  presence  on  a  shabbily 
dressed  and  altogether  disreputable  looking  vaga- 
bond who  slank  along  behind  him  one  sunshiny 
morning  for  a  considerable  distance,  avoiding  as 
much  as  possible  the  observation  of  No.  76,  on 
duty  in  the  Strand.  This  person  had  shrunk 
from  meeting  Philip's  eye  when  he  came  face  to 
face  with  him,  starting,  indeed,  and  changing 
countenance  with  considerable  embarrassment,  but 
tm'ning  round  directly  the  latter  had  passed,  and 
following  on  his  track,  now  almost  overtaking 
him,  and  again  lingering  in  the  rear,  as  if  wishing, 
yet  fearing  to  be  recognised.  Such  was  indeed 
the  case.  Though  Philip's  face  brought  back  to 
him  all  of  his  life  that  he  had  the  smallest 
pleasure  in  recalling ;  though  Stoney  Brothers,  and 
especially  the  younger,  were  the  only  people,  save 
one,  for  whom  he  had  the  slightest  feeling  of 
gratitude  or  affection,  he  dared  not  go  up  to  the 
man  he  considered  his  benefactor,  and  accost  him 
as  a  friend.  Jem  Batters  had  escaped  from  the 
burning  of  the  brewery  with  life,  which  he  some- 
YOL.  III.  c 
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times  thought  was  more  than  he  deserved.  The 
fire  had  originated  in  his  own  habits  of  drunk- 
enness, for  when  left  in  charge  of  the  building  he 
had  neglected  the  very  duty  he  was  especially 
placed  there  to  fulfil,  had  sunk  into  the  sodden, 
stupid  sleep  of  intoxication,  only  waking  to  find 
himself  bewildered,  and  not  half  sobered,  amongst 
the  flames.  Maddened  by  surprise  and  terror,  he 
had  rushed  into  the  street  and  fled  to  the  open 
country  for  his  life.  He  never  stopped  nor  re- 
covered his  senses  till  the  glare  on  the  horizon 
half  a  dozen  miles  off  denoted  that  he  was  at  least 
clear  of  immediate  danger,  and  then  mingled 
feelings  of  shame,  remorse,  and  apprehension  that 
he  might  be  suspected  as  an  incendiary,  prevented 
his  returning  to  his  home,  and  made  him  leave 
Middlesworth  and  its  neighbourhood,  as  he  phrased 
it,  "  for  good  and  aU." 

A  man  so  circumstanced  almost  always  goes  to 
London.  Jem  Batters  turned  up  in  the  metropolis 
with  no  better  recommendation  than  his  own  un- 
prepossessing appearance,  and  it  is  needless  to  say 
that  anytliing  like  an  honest  career  was  closed  to 
him  from  the  first.  A  garret  in  a  low  neighbour- 
hood became  his  home ;  occasional — using  the  term, 
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in  contradistinction  to  professional — thieves  were 
his  associates  ;  and  dog-dealing,  which  comprised 
also  dog-stealing,  supplied  him  with  the  means  of 
procuring  a  little  food  and  a  good  deal  of  gin  and 
beer. 

Nevertheless,  demoralized,  brutalized  as  he  was, 
the  man  could  not  see  Philip  without  experiencing 
a  revulsion  of  feeling  that  prompted  him  to  take 
his  benefactor  by  the  hand,  entreat  forgiveness,  and 
implore  help  into  the  path  of  honesty  once  more. 
The  very  look  of  Philip's  back  and  a  certain 
shooting-coat  he  remembered  well,  was  like  a  puff 
of  the  free  Bridlemere  breezes  that  used  to  cool  his 
forehead  so  gratefully  far  away  down  there  in  the 
fresh  smiling  country  at  home.  He  could  fancy 
he  saw  the  white  cottage  with  its  heavy  thatch, 
and  its  low,  snug  porch,  the  little  garden,  the  pig- 
sty, the  row  of  pea-sticks,  the  linen  on  the  thorn 
fence,  and  his  mother  watching  for  him  in  the 
lane,  shading  her  eyes  with  her  hand.  He  was 
going  to  his  work  once  more  in  the  dull,  grey 
mornings,  -with  spade  on  shoulder  and  pipe  in 
mouth,  young,  strong,  healthy,  above  all,  honest, 
and  afraid  of  no  man.  He  wondered  now  that  he 
could   ever  have  been  discontented  with  liis  lot. 

c  2 
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Ay,  if  lie  had  but  minded  what  mother  told  him, 
he  would  uot  have  been  to-day  skulking  about  the 
close,  narrow  streets  of  London,  so  far  from  his 
parish,  so  far  from  home,  so  far  from  her.  The 
last  thought  goaded  him  to  overtake  Mr.  Stoney, 
and  ask  if  the  "  old  woman,"  as  he  would  have 
called  her,  were  still  alive ;  but  his  heart  failed 
him  when  he  thought  of  the  young  man's  clear 
eyes  and  bold  manly  face.  "  Dash  it !"  said  he, 
"  a  chap's  good  for  nothing  till  he's  had  his  drain," 
and  so  speaking  turned  aside  into  one  of  the  many 
gin-shojDS  abounding  in  that  part  of  London. 

It  was  full,  even  in  the  morning.  Two  or  thi'ee 
men,  who  looked  as  if  they  had  been  up  all  night, 
and  indeed  every  night  for  a  week,  thronged  the 
door ;  a  woman  leading  a  child  was  coming  out, 
another  carrying  a  baby  going  in.  A  short,  white- 
faced,  broad-shouldered  man,  in  a  fur  cap  and 
dirty  shirt  sleeves,  was  serving  half  a  dozen  custo- 
mers as  fast  as  they  slapped  their  halfpence  down 
on  the  counter  ;  but  nobody  seemed  to  dwell  over 
the  pernicious  luxury,  nor  to  connect  with  its  con- 
sumption any  idea  of  conviviality  or  good-fellowship. 
It  was  served,  as  it  seemed,  grudgingly  ;  tossed  off 
greedily  ;  and,  if  one  might  judge  by  the  craving 
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expression  of  the  wistful  eyes,  forgotten  as  soon  as 
drank.  Jem  groped  in  his  pocket  for  the  coppers 
required,  turned  his  dram  off  at  one  go-down,  felt 
its  fiery  influence  give  temjjorary  warmth  to  his 
heart  and  steadiness  to  his  neiwes,  wiped  his  lips, 
ran  out  into  the  street  again,  and  found  of  course 
that  Philip  had  disappeared  amongst  the  crowd, 
and  was  gone. 

He  must  return  home  now — home,  as  usual,  at 
this  time  of  the  day ;  but  the  sight  of  his  old 
employer  had  unsettled  him,  and  Jem  Batters 
began  at  last  to  take  serious  thought  of  the  posi- 
tion he  had  voluntarily  accepted,  and  the  probablt 
termination  of  his  career.  Even  the  gin  so 
lately  swallowed  did  not  afford  him  the  usual 
anodyne.  As  he  dragged  himself  heavily  up  the 
filthy  wooden  staircase  that  led  to  his  den — for 
it  could  hardly  be  called  a  room — something  of 
that  sad  home-sickness  took  possession  of  him 
which  afflicts  the  mountaineer  when  he  has  been 
absent  from  his  native  hills  beyond  a  certain  time. 
The  countryman  felt  he  was  pining — actually 
pining  for  his  heavy  shoes,  his  smock-frock,  his 
spade,  his  pickaxe,  his  old  familiar  tools.  He 
longed  for  the  very  snort  of  the  plough-horses, 
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the  tinkle  of  the  bell-wether,  the  muck  and  mire  of 
the  farm-yard.  His  vigour  sapped  by  the  polluted 
atmosphere  in  ■\^■hic•h  he  lived,  his  nerves  shattered 
by  alcohol  and  tobacco,  I  believe  that  if  he  had 
heard  a  cow  low  in  the  street  he  must  have  burst 
into  tears. 

"  Come,"  said  Jem,  sitting  down  on  the  dirty 
floor,  and  looking  wildly  about  him,  "  this  won't 
do  —  this  won't.  I  ain't  agoin'  to  have  the 
horrors,  surely — not  this  turn.  Dash  it !  if  I'd 
ere  a  copper  left,  I'd  get  out  of  this,  and  go  for  a 
three.'' 

The  price,  however,  of  that  stimulant,  viz.,  a 
threepenny  measure  of  giu,  not  being  available, 
he  was  compelled  to  satisfy  himself  for  the  present 
with  a  smoke ;  so  he  filled  a  pipe,  with  strong, 
acrid  tobacco,  and  propping  his  back  against  the 
wall,  because  chair  and  bedstead  had  long  ago 
found  their  way  to  the  pawnbrokers,  proceeded, 
with  considerable  dissatisfaction,  to  survey  his 
present  home. 

I  can  scarcely  hope  to  convey  to  any  but  a 
clerical  reader,  or  one  whose  kindly  sympatliies 
have  led  him  to  visit  the  dwellings  of  the  London 
poor,  even  a  vague  idea  of  the  lair  lor  which  Jem 
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Batters  had  exchanged  his  cottage  in  tlie  green 
lane  at  Bridlemere.  So  true  is  it  that  half  the 
world  does  not  know  how  the  other  half  lives. 
Our  great  metropolis  contains  the  richest  and  the 
poorest  inhabitants  on  earth.  It  would  be  very 
good  for  both  to  see  something  more  of  each  other. 
A  man  goes  to  his  turtle  at  eight  with  none  the 
less  aj)petite  that  he  has  supplied  a  starving 
family  with  bread  at  noon.  A  woman's  beauty 
loses  none  of  its  freshness  for  opera,  ball,  and 
concert,  that  she  has  sat  by  the  sick,  read  the 
Bible  to  the  blind,  or  stretched  a  gentle  hand  to 
raise  the  fallen,  before  she  made  her  toilet  for  the 
world.  It  is  something  to  be  associated,  however 
humbly,  with  One  who  is  especially  the  Friend  of 
the  friendless ;  and  those  who  seek,  like  the 
Persian  king,  for  a  new  pleasure,  should  not 
despair  of  finding  it  till  they  have  tried  the 
recreation  of  doing  good.  I  am  not  going  to 
enter  upon  the  question  of  how  far  people  are 
justified  in  spending  money  on  articles  of  luxury 
and  ostentation :  such  a  subject  would  involve 
much  splitting  of  straws  in  its  discussion,  and 
trespasses,  moreover,  on  the  domain  of  political 
economy.     If  the  rich  had  fewer  follies,  the  poor, 
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at  least  temporarily,  would  have  less  employment. 
Pending  the  discovery  of  Utopia,  we  must  accept 
our  own  world  as  we  find  it ;  still  nobody  need  be 
the  least  afraid  but  that  opportunities  will  arise 
in  plenty  every  day  for  the  exercise  of  Christian 
charity,  and  the  indulgence  of  their  best  and 
holiest  feelings,  without  apprehension  lest  alms- 
giving should  interfere  with  the  rights  of  labour, 
or  the  impostor's  mouth  be  filled  with  the  bread 
of  an  honest  man. 

The  room,  then,  which,  out  of  doors,  Jem 
Batters  designated  by  the  imposing  title  of  "  his 
place,"  was  low,  gloomy  and  ill-ventilated.  The 
walls  were  blotched  and  stained  with  damp,  the 
floor  with  filth.  A  close  atmosphere,  reeking  with 
a  variety  of  unsavoury  odours,  seemed  to  have 
been  imprisoned  here  for  weeks,  unfreshened  even 
by  such  air  as  was  to  be  had  without.  Jem,  in 
his  early  cottage  life,  had  long  ago  been  taught  to 
associate  rheumatism  with  open  windows,  and  cold 
with  cleanliness.  Nor  was  the  small  allowance  of 
oxygen  supplied  consumed  by  the  proprietor 
alone:  several  animals  of  different  kinds  occu- 
pied the  apartment  in  common  with  its  lord. 
They  were   chiefly   of  such   descriptions  as   are 
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called  by  men  of  Jem's  class,   "fancy  articles." 
A  lop-eared  rabbit  squatted,  grave  and  unwieldy, 
in  a  dilapidated  hutch.     Two  ferrets  wound  their 
white  bodies  stealthily,  like  huge  caterpillars,  to 
their  master's  person,  and  crawled  into  his  pocket. 
Eats  of  grim  and  venerable  exterior,  clustered  in 
a  wooden  tenement,  gnawed  and  splintered  by 
their  teeth.     A  squirrel  was  practising  perpetual 
motion  in  its  cage.     The  cm'iously  British  instinct 
that  impels  our  countrymen  to  the  pursuit  of  what 
they   call    sport — for  which    there   is   no   corre- 
sponding  term   in   any   foreign   language  —  was 
deeply  ingrained  in  Jem's  character,  as  in  that  of 
nine  out  of  ten  Britons  throughout  every  class  of 
society.     Tliis  peculiar  organization   it   is  which 
leads  my  lord  to  breed  a  Derby  winner ;   to  cross 
the  North   !Sea  in  his  yacht  that  he  may  whip 
wild  streams   amongst  the   pines  for  Norwegian 
salmon ;  to  scratch  his  lordly  face,  and  imperil  his 
noble  neck  over  Northamptonshire   ox-fences  in 
the  first  flight  with  a  pack  of  fox-hounds ;  which 
sends  the  colonel  after  the  buffalo  on  the  i:>rairie, 
or  wild  hog  in  the  Deccan,  or  the  cruel  tiger  in 
the  jungles   of    the    Puujaub ;    whicli   bids   our 
squires  slay  partridges,    our  yeomen  keep  grey- 
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lioimds,  our  village  blacksmith  set  surreptitious 
trimmers  in  the  forbidden  mere ;  which  makes 
our  mechanics  dog-fighters,  and  our  peasants 
poachers ;  nay,  which  tempts  the  cozy  London 
tradesman  to  sit  patiently  in  a  punt  for  hours,  that 
he  may  take  a  prey  from  the  bosom  of  the  quiet 
Thames,  spread  like  a  sheet  of  silver  under  lovely 
Richmond  Hill. 

Jem  Batters  possessed  this  instinct  to  a  con- 
siderable degree,  and  it  induced  him  to  appro- 
priate other  people's  dogs  in  London,  as  it  had 
tempted  him  to  snare  the  squire's  game  at  Bridle- 
mere.  He  drew  some  incomprehensible  distinc- 
tion in  his  own  mind  between  such  pursuits  and 
the  actual  purloining  of  money  and  silver  spoons. 
I  doubt  if  Jem  considered  himself  virtually  a 
thief,  although  he  made  a  precarious  living  by 
stealing  favourites  from  doating  masters  and  mis- 
tresses, chiefly  the  latter,  whose  gi-atitude 
bestowed,  as  their  affecting  advertisements 
promised,  large  rewards  on  restitution  of  the 
missing  treasure.  He  was  often  heard  to  boast 
that  he  did  a  good  business  in  this,  which  he  was 
pleased  to  term,  "  the  fancy  and  toy-dog  line." 

To-day,  however,  he  looked  about  him  remorse- 
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fill,  and  disgusted  with  himself.  The  sight,  as  I 
have  said,  of  Philip  Stoney's  back  had  worked  a 
complete  revulsion  of  feeling  in  this  poor,  fi-iend- 
less  vagabond.  Business,  of  course,  must  be 
attended  to  in  the  meantime;  but  still  he  re- 
solved, come  what  might,  if  he  watched  at  the 
same  place  every  day  for  a  week,  he  would  have 
another  look  at  the  only  face  in  London  that 
reminded  him  of  his  boyhood  and  his  mother,  and, 
bad  as  they  were,  the  better  and  happier  days  of 
the  old  life  at  home. 


CHAPTEE  II. 


A   BROKEN   EEED. 


"LL  lay  against  the  field !  Bar  one  /" 
"  I'll  lay  against  the  field !  Bar 
one!"  Amongst  the  Babel  of  voices 
that  rise  from  the  seething  turmoil 
of  the  ring  on  Middlesworth  Eace-course,  this 
sentence  is  the  oftenest  repeated,  and  the  most 
distinct.  While  the  speculators  who  live  by  the 
Turf,  from  the  great  commission  agent,  never 
opening  his  mouth  but  in  hundreds,  to  the 
"  Welsher,"  offering  the  best  price  going  in  pounds, 
but  missing,  when  confiding  takers  of  the  odds 
dream  fondly  they  shall  be  paid,  are  jostling, 
elbowing,  crushing,  and,  so  to  speak,  eating  one 
another ;  above  tlie  roar,  and  the  swarm,  and 
the  confusion,  still  the  noisy  exception  predomi- 
nates— "  Bar  one .'" 
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That  "  one "  is  Benedict,  the  pick  of  the 
prophets,  the  pride  of  the  stable,  the  "  good  thing*' 
of  the  forthcoming  year. 

See !  the  numbers  are  up.  AMiat  a  field  of 
horses !  Three-and-twenty  going  for  the  great 
event !  and  from  close-packed  can'iages,  from 
densely  crowded  stand — from  dark,  serried  masses 
lining  the  course  in  long  perspective,  far  away, 
even  to  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  thousands  of 
upturned  faces  are  watching  eagerly  for  the 
"  favourite ;"  thousands  of  voices  asking  in  every 
tone,  from  shout  of  careless  glee  to  whisper  of 
hoarse  emotion,  "  AMiich  is  Benedict  ?" 

Here  he  comes !  Striding  down  the  straight, 
like  a  steam-engine,  hard  held,  going  within  him- 
self— strong,  easy,  level,  regular  as  clock-work ;  his 
skin  satin,  his  muscles  steel,  his  crest  iron.  There 
is  even  a  grim  smile  on  Sam  Waster's  pale  face, 
as  he  steadies  him  deftly  to  his  hand,  feet  slightly 
forward,  elbows  in,  the  silken  jacket  inflated, 
fluttering,  and  the  dirt  flying  behind  him  in  the 
faces  of  his  competitors.  Sam  has  taken  off  nine 
pounds  of  weight  to  ride  this  very  race.  He  is 
on  at  five  hundred  to  nothing ;  and  if  judgment, 
science,    and   horsemanship   can   land  him,  Sam 
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means  to  be  first  past  the  cliair.  There  is  no 
question  about  the  horse  running  straight  to- 
day! 

Wedged  in  a  corner  of  the  stand,  whence  he 
could  command  the  whole  of  the  Kace-course  with 
his  glasses,  but,  contrary  to  his  custom,  neither 
making  the  agreeable  to  the  smartest  of  the 
ladies,  nor  conversing  with  the  most  influential  of 
the  men,  Walter  Brooke  stood  watching  the 
favourite,  paler,  sterner,  more  reserved  than  his 
wont.  He  had  shut  his  book  up,  left  the  ring, 
and  ascended  to  this  post  of  observation,  that  he 
might  look  on  undisturbed,  and  abide  the  issue. 

While  the  horses  walked  off  towards  the  start- 
ing-post, a  white-gloved  hand  was  laid  on  his 
shoulder,  and  Multiple's  pink  face  and  black 
whiskers  were  at  his  ear.  To  do  him  justice,  the 
money-lender  had  taken  the  trouble  of  pene- 
trating the  crowd  to  reach  his  friend,  that  he 
might  give  him  a  hint. 

"  They're  making  Bivouac  a  favourite  down 
there,"  said  he,  nodding  towards  the  betting 
enclosure,  with  his  cunning  smile.  "  I  wish  there 
mayn't  be  a  screw  loose  with  our  horse.  I've 
laid  a  good  deal  of  my  money  off  since  I  came." 
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"  Bivouac  can't  get  near  him  at  the  weights," 
answered  Walter,  turning  still  paler  than  before. 
"  I  shall  stand  every  shilling !" 

To-day  must  make  or  mar  him  ;  he  knew  that ; 
besides,  it  was  too  late  now  for  compunction  or 
compromise.  The  flag  was  down,  and  they  were 
off! 

His  hand  shook  so  that  he  could  hardly  hold 
his  glasses  in  their  place.  The  distant  race  looked 
like  the  hues  of  a  kaleidoscope,  drawing  rapidly 
out  into  a  parti-coloured  stripe.  The  man  at 
Walter's  elbow  voted  the  pace  merry;  the  one 
behind  him'  thought  it  awful ;  and  a  crusty  old 
gentleman  of  great  experience  and  pertinacity 
observed,  "  That  fool  Sam  is  making  too  much 
use  of  the  favourite."  Kevertheless,  Benedict, 
forcing  the  pace  to  suit  himself,  was  two  lengths 
ahead  of  everything,  and  full  of  running. 

Walter's  knees  shook  now,  and  his  whole  frame 
felt  unstrung.  Success  is  sometimes,  for  the 
moment,  more  difficult  to  bear  than  defeat. 

It  seemed  a  good  job,  after  all,  that  Lady  Julia 
had  refused  him. 

As  the  horses  came  in  sight,  a  roar  like  that  of 
a  famished  monster  rose  from  the  whole  multitude 
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at  once.  Eushing  straight  to  the  spectators,  it  was 
difficult  to  tell  who  was  in  front.  Already  whips 
were  going,  and  arms  and  legs  urging  horses  to 
the  loose  irregular  stride,  that  told  their  powers 
were  spent.  At  the  distance  there  were  but  three 
in  the  race,  and  one  of  these  changed  his  leg  and 
gave  in,  fifty  yards  from  home. 

Bivouac,  by  Vidette,  was  game  as  a  fighting- 
cock.  To  use  his  trainer's  expression,  "  he  could 
stay  for  a  week ;"  but  he  was  a  length  behind  the 
favourite,  and  liis  jockey  had  already  got  at  him 
severely. 

Opposite  the  stand,  Benedict  made  something 
like  a  false  step,  though  it  was  scarce  perceptible 
to  any  one  but  his  rider.  Bivouac's  nose  was  at 
Sam  Waster's  knee  in  the  next  stride. 

None  but  the  great  jockey  knew  perhaps  what 
had  happened.  He  sat  resolutely  down  for  the 
famous  sot-to  that  had  so  often  landed  him  a 
winner  on  the  very  post.  His  whip  was  out,  his 
spiu-s  were  going,  while  every  muscle  of  the  wiry, 
pliant  little  athlete  seemed  to  lend  aim,  and  power, 
and  energy,  to  the  effort  of  his  horse. 

Bivouac  crept  up,  inch  by  inch.  To  either  rider, 
the  other's  horse  seemed  standing  still ;  and  the 
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roaring  crowd,  the  close-packed  stand,  the  rails, 
the  booths,  the  telegi-aph  shed,  to  be  fleeting  by 
them  at  the  rate  of  forty  miles  an  hour. 

Walter's  heart  beat  so  fast  he  felt  half  suffocated ; 
and  a  chiU  sensation,  beginning  at  the  crown  of  his 
head,  curdled  aU  the  blood  in  his  body  till  it 
reached  his  heels  ;  the  shouting,  too,  stu|)efied  him 
as  he  heard  the  horses'  names  roared  alternately 
by  thousands  of  lungs,  mingled  with  exclamations 
of  "  Capital  race  !"  "  What  a  rally  !"  "  Look  at 
Sam's  set-to !"     "  By  Jove !  it's  a  dead  heat !" 

Walter  shut  his  glasses  and  put  them  in  their 
case,  "Beautifully  ridden,"  he  muttered;  "but 
we've  had  a  squeak  for  it !"  Then  he  swore  one 
deep,  deadly,  bitter  oath  below  his  breath,  and 
wiped  the  dried  froth  from  the  corners  of  his 
mouth,  for  Bivouac's  number  was  up,  and  the 
favourite  in  the  last  stride  had  been  beaten  by  a 
head! 

As  he  went  down  the  crowded  staircase  of  the 
stand,  he  moved  hke  a  man  in  a  dream.  The 
Duchess  of  Merthyr-Tydvil's  party  was  before 
him;  and  Lady  Goneril  turned  roimd  to  shake 
hands  with  the  good-looking  young  hussar.  He 
had  presence  of  mind  to  seem  pleased,  and  to 
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observe,  "  How  cold  it  was !  and  what  a  capital 
race  !"  But  I  think  if  her  hidyship  had  known  the 
very  slight  impression  made  on  his  senses  by  her 
gorgeous  attire  of  dark  blue  velvet  trimmed  with 
swans'-down,  she  would  have  ascribed  his  indif- 
ference to  the  score  of  inteuse  stupidity,  and  never 
been  so  civil  to  him  again. 

He  didn't  know  he  had  seen  her,  when  Multiple 
asked  him  the  question  later,  as  they  drove  home. 

The  money-lender,  as  usual,  had  not  failed  to 
make  a  pretty  good  day's  work.  "  I  was  always  a 
little  doubtful  about  that  leg,"  said  he,  while 
driving  Walter  up  the  Bridlemere  avenue  in  his 
phaeton,  after  the  races ;  "  and  you  see  the  deep 
ground  broke  Benedict  down,  just  as  I  feared  it 
might.  If  I  hadn't  got  home  on  Bivouac,  I  should 
have  been  in  the  hole  as  mcII  as  you." 

The  other  did  not  answer ;  he  had  spoken  but 
little  during  their  drive,  and  then  only  on  matters 
unconnected  with  the  day's  sport.  It  was  obvious 
that  he  was  heat,  both  morally  and  physically.  He 
had  scarcely  enough  of  the  common  instinct  of 
courage  left  to  dissemble  his  pain.  jMultiple  read 
his  thoughts,  and  smiled  in  covert  triumpli ;  with  the 
sister's  promise  given,  and  the  brother  completely 
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in  his  power,  he  felt  the  game  was  his  own.  He 
regretted  only  that  he  must  go  to  London  in  an 
hour ;  that  he  could  not  even  stay  to  dinner,  and 
mark  with  cruel  glee  the  constraint  and  misery  of 
his  affianced  bride.  Nevertheless,  he  had  given 
Helen  to  understand  that  he  should  see  her  before 
he  started,  and  he  liked  to  think  of  her  waiting 
his  arrival,  dressed  for  dinner  thus  early,  that  the 
enforced  interview  might  be  uninterrupted. 

Miss  Brooke  looked  very  pale  and  sad,  as  she 
sat  at  the  drawing-room  window,  to  watch  Frank 
Multiple  and  her  brother  ch-ive  up  the  avenue. 
Her  heart,  indeed,  melted  at  the  sight  of  Walter, 
and  she  knew  she  had  never  loved  him  so  well  as 
now,  for  was  she  not  a  woman  ? — and  had  she  not 
sacrificed  her  hopes,  her  happiness,  her  self-respect, 
nay,  her  very  existence  for  his  sake  ?  It  seemed 
liarder  than  usual  to  bear  her  fate  to-night,  for  the 
day  had  been  one  of  much  discomfort  and  com- 
plaint with  the  Squire,  nor  had  she  been  dismissed 
from  attendance  on  him  early  enough  to  take  her 
customary  walk  across  the  park,  as  far  as  a  certain 
rising  ground  and  clump  of  trees,  for  which  she 
had  of  late  contracted  a  great  affection.  It  might 
have  been  a  little  gallmg  that  tliis  daily  pilgrim- 
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age  was  prevented  by  her  early  toilet.  Now  tliat 
she  was  dressed,  and  it  was  too  late  for  walking,  a 
soft,  spring  rain  had  begun  to  fall,  bringing  out, 
almost  perceptibly,  the  teeming  buds  of  the  haw- 
thorn, and  the  young,  green  leaves  on  the  topmost 
branches  of  the  elms.  A  fragrant  air  stole  in  at 
the  open  window,  mingling  with  the  scent  of  a 
few  fresh -gathered  violets.  Something  in  the  time, 
the  place,  the  scene,  seemed  so  suggestive  to  the 
longing,  loving  heart  of  all  it  had  hoped,  and  lost, 
and  suffered,  that  the  large  tears  brimmed  in 
Helen's  eyelids,  do  what  she  would  to  keep  them 
back,  and  fell  slowly,  one  by  one,  upon  her  hands. 
There  was  a  face  that  met  her,  whichever  way  she 
turned — a  haunting  face,  with  fond,  reproachful 
eyes,  that  no  power  on  eartb  could  drive  away. 
Not  such  a  face  as  Multiple's,  bright,  confident, 
overbearing,  assuming  already,  though  his  glance 
shunned  hers,  the  port  and  demeanour  of  a 
master.  Nor  such  a  face  as  Walter's,  haggard, 
contracted,  desperate,  jircmaturely  wrinkled,  as  it 
seemed  to  her  loving  observation,  since  the  morn- 
ing, and  wearing  on  its  every  feature,  the  deep-set 
marks  of  anxiety,  and  shame,  and  remorse. 

There  was  no  need  to  tell  her  what  had  hap- 
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pened.  She  knew  too  well  that  her  brother  had 
lost  heavily,  and  that  now  more  than  ever  must 
she  interpose  to  save  him  who  was  powerless  to 
save  himself.  If  she  had  cherished  any  vague,  un- 
certain hope  that  his  success  might,  in  some  way 
or  other,  help  her  to  a  chance  of  freedom,  this  con- 
viction seemed  to  cut  away  the  last  strand  of  rope 
to  which  she  clung. 

Walter  soon  went  up-stairs  to  dress  for  dinner. 
Jack  was  already  engaged  in  the  same  operation. 
Multiple's  phaeton  was  waiting  at  the  door  to  take 
liim  to  the  station,  and  there  was  no  escape  from 
one  of  those  Ute-a-Utes  with  her  future  lord,  which 
she  loathed  and  dreaded  every  day  more  and 
more,  none  the  less  as  time  slipped  on,  that  she  felt 
their  engagement  must  be  proclaimed,  ratified, 
kept ! 

It  required  all  her  constancy,  all  her  resignation, 
all  her  noble,  self-sacrificing  courage  to  realize 
this  last  contingency.  It  is  not  too  much  to  say 
that  she  would  have  accepted  as  a  blessing  any 
misfortune  to  herself  that  might  have  interj)osed 
to  save  her  fi"om  the  fate  she  had  elected  to 
accept. 

They  were  a  "likely  coujDle,"   as  the  upper- 
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housemaid  tlioiiglit,  peeping  into  the  drawing- 
room  to  set  it  to  rights  a  little  during  the  dressing- 
hour,  and  retiring  in  great  confusion  when  she 
found  it  thus  occupied.  She  voted  him  "  a 
splendid  gentleman,"  with  his  strong-built  tigure, 
his  brilliant  colour,  his  black  whiskers,  his  profu- 
sion of  velvet  and  jewellery.  Miss  Brooke,  indeed, 
was  too  pale  for  her  taste,  and  "  very  'aughty  for 
so  young  a  lady  "  (the  housemaid  herself  was  of 
the  rosy,  roystering  pattern);  "but  she'd  a  'andsome 
'ead,  in  course,  and  carried  it,  no  doubt,  like  a 
queen !" 

It  was  erect  enough  now,  for  Multiple  was  lean- 
ing over  her  work-box,  and  affecting,  as  he  some- 
times chose  to  do,  the  playful  confidence  of  an  ac- 
cepted lover.  Strange  he  could  not  see  how 
pained  and  distressed  she  was!  Perhaps  he  did 
see  it,  and  liked  to  mark  the  struggles  of  the  wild 
bird  in  his  hand. 

"  Helen  !"  said  he,  dwelling  a  little  on  the  word, 
to  watch  her  wince  under  that  familiar  appellation ; 
"Helen,  I  am  concerned  about  Walter.  He  has 
lost  a  large  stake  to-day,  and  I  fear  he  has  not  the 
means  to  pay  it  up." 

The  dark  eyes  flashed  defiance,  and  the  blood 


A   BROKEN   EEED.  39 

mounted  to  her  brow  at  the  insinuation ;  but  it 
ebbed  slowly  back,  and  her  head  sank  dejectedly 
when  she  remembered  the  real  dishonour  of  which 
this  man  held  the  proofs.  She  ought  to  be  thank- 
ful for  any  influence  over  him,  of  whatever  nature, 
that  could  save  her  brother. 

"  It  is  as  I  feared,"  she  said,  very  sadly.  "  I  saw 
it  in  his  face  when  he  came  m.  Perhaps  it  may 
be  a  lesson  to  him.  Is  it  very  much  ?  More  than 
we  could  make  up  amongst  us? — I  mean,  Jack 
and  I?" 

She  was  evidently  resolved  to  exclude  him  from 
participation  in  family  aifairs  as  long  as  she  could  ; 
but  he  woidd  not  so  understand  her. 

"  Don't  distress  yourself,"  said  he,  placing  his 
hand  on  hers,  which  lay  beneath  his  touch,  cold 
and  passive  as  the  hand  in  alabaster  on  the  paper- 
weight by  its  side.  "  I  have  pulled  men  tlirough 
worse  scrapes  than  liis ;  and  we  are  all  in  one  boat 
now,  are  we  not,  Helen? — though  it's  still  your 
fancv  to  keep  it  dark.  Well,  it's  lucky  for  AValter 
that  we  are.  Lucky  for  him  that  he  has  a  sister, 
and  is  soon  to  have  a  brother-in-law !  It  would 
have  been  awkward,  wouldn't  it,  if  he'd  fallen  into 
any  other  hands  than  mine  ?" 
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"V\Tienever  he  tliought  she  was  not  sufficiently 
demonstrative  in  her  submission,  this  was  the 
generous  manner  in  wliich  he  chose  to  twitch  the 
rope  round  her  neck.  It  never  failed  to  succeed, 
as  now. 

"  You  are  very  good,  Mr.  Multiple — Frank,  I 
mean,"  was  her  answer.  "  I  am  sure  we  are  truly 
sensible  of  your  kindness — truly  grateful,  and  I, 
most  of  all !" 

She  spoke  in  a  low,  weary  tone,  as  if  forcing 
herself  to  say  something  she  had  got  by  rote. 
He  was  not  quite  satisfied  yet. 

"  Of  course — of  course,"  he  replied,  impatiently. 
"  I  have  no  doubt  you  know  the  alternative,  and 
appreciate  my  forbearance;  and  so  you  ought. 
But  look  you,  Helen :  I  think  I  have  a  right  to 
some  consideration  in  this  business,  and  you  are 
hardly  treating  me  on  the  square.  At  your  earnest 
request,  I  gave  you  your  own  time ;  and,  I  must 
say,  you  have  taken  it  to  some  purpose.  If  I  am 
to  assume  the  responsibilities  of  your  family — and 
you  alone  know  what  serious  responsibilities  these 
are — I  am  surely  entitled  to  be  considered  one  of 
them.  I  must  be  off  in  five  minutes  to  hit  the 
train.     Don't  you  think,  Helen,  as  you  object  to 
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my  doing  so,  you  are  bound  to  speak  to  your 
father  yourself,  when  I  am  gone  ?  " 

This  was  a  twitch  at  the  rope  that  brought  its 
poor,  spirit-broken  captive  down,  on  bended  knees 
with  a  vengeance. 

"  Not  to-night,"  pleaded  Helen.  "  Not  to-night. 
He  was  so  much  worse  to-day ;  and,  you  know,  the 
doctors  say  that  any  agitation,  however  pleased  he 
was,  of  course ;  but  that  any  agitation  is  so  bad 
for  him,  and  might  bring  on  another  fit.  I  promise 
not  to  delay  an  hour  when  he  is  better.  There,  I 
promise.  Don't — donH  worry  me,  please  ;  I  think 
I  haven't  been  quite  well  all  day." 

She  moved  from  the  table  at  which  they  had 
been  standing,  and  bent  over  some  hot-house 
flowers  by  the  window.  He  asked  her  to  give  him 
one  of  these,  in  a  tone  that  implied  request  less 
than  command,  and  she  obeyed  at  once,  selecting 
the  choicest  blossoms,  and  tying  them  up  in  a  neat, 
business-like  manner  to  form  a  bouquet.  The  nimble 
fingers  did  not  tremble,  nor  the  pale  forehead 
flush,  nor  was  there  any  of  the  assumed  reluctance, 
the  pretended  refusal,  the  playful  expostulation, 
that  renders  a  gift  of  this  sort  precious  both  to 
giver  and  recipient. 
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He  would  let  her  off  none  of  his  dues.  He  made 
her  pin  the  nosegay  in  his  button-hole  ;  and  while 
she  stooped  over  it  in  the  performance  of  this  act 
of  vassalage,  both  her  brothers,  ready  dressed  for 
dinner,  entered  the  room. 

Multiple,  nothing  daunted,  slapped  Walter  on 
the  shoulder,  nodded  a  familiar  farewell  to  Jack, 
hurried  across  the  hall,  jumped  into  his  phaeton 
and  drove  off.  The  brothers  looked  in  each  other's 
faces  witli  a  blank  astonishment  that  was  suffici- 
ently ludicrous.  Then  Walter  broke  out  in  a 
harsh,  sarcastic  laugh. 

"  Bravo,  Nell !"  said  he.  "  That's  your  game, 
is  it  ?  Well,  of  all  people  in  the  world,  you're  the 
last  I  should  have  suspected  would  set  her  cap  at 
Frank  Multiple !" 

It  was  too  much.  Notwithstanding  his  ill- 
humour,  the  accusation,  spoken  in  a  rough,  bro- 
therly tone,  was  not  really  meant  to  offend.  But 
Helen's  nerves  had  been  overstrung  all  day :  the 
last  quarter  of  an  hour  had  been  spent  under  an 
ordeal,  the  pain  of  which  could  only  be  appre- 
ciated by  a  proud,  sensitive  and  loving  nature 
like  hers,  doing  violence  no  less  to  its  most 
cherished   prejudices  than   its  holiest  affections; 
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and  now,  to  Lear  the  person  for  whose  sake  the 
sacrifice  had  been  offered,  the  torture  undergone, 
make  a  jest  of  lier  oblation,  and  attribute  the  vic- 
tim's self-devotion  to  mere  coquetry  or  worse,  it 
was  too  much,  too  much,  and  Helen  fairly  broke 
down  beneath  the  trial. 

She  did  not  answer,  nor  even  look  at  him.  She 
only  hid  her  face  in  her  handkerchief,  and  rushed 
lip-stairs  without  a  word. 

Presently  the  brothers  went  to  dinner  by  them- 
selves, for  her  maid  came  in  with  a  message,  con- 
veying "  Miss  Brooke's  love ;  and  she  was  tired, 
had  got  a  headache,  and  did  not  mean  to  come 
down  again  to-night." 

It  was  neither  a  hearty  nor  a  lively  repast. 
Walter  spoke  but  little ;  busied  himself  profoundly 
in  the  mixing  of  his  fish-sauce ;  pushed  his  plate 
away  after  every  course  with  a  gesture  of  dissatis- 
faction, and  drank  sherry  as  if  it  was  water.  While 
the  servants  were  in  the  room  Jack  abstained  from 
offering  any  remark,  eating  in  silence,  and  with 
little  appetite;  but  when  the  last  disli  had  been 
handed,  the  last  napkin  flourished,  the  door  closed 
for  the  last  time,  he  resolved  on  making  one  de- 
termined effort  to  break  tlirough  tlie  reserve  that 
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was  gradually  growing  up  between   his  younger 
brother  and  himself. 

It  was  a  mild,  still  evening ;  the  windows  were 
open,  and  the  mellow  globe  of  lamp-light,  shining 
on  the  flowers  and  fruit  that  covered  the  table, 
increased  the  darkness  of  the  black  gulf  without. 
A  soft  rain  fell  continuously,  and  pattering  gently 
on  the  garden-walk,  enhanced  the  silence  that 
grew  every  minute  more  oppressive.  It  served 
Jack,  however,  -^-ith  a  means  of  breaking  the 
spell. 

"  Mr.  Multiple  must  have  had  a  wet  di'ive,"  said 
he,  pushing  the  wine  across  to  his  brother,  and 
trying  to  speak  indifferently,  though  irritated  at 
the  mere  mention  of  the  man's  name,  even  by 
himself.  "  I  wonder  he  didn't  go  to  town  straight 
from  Middlesworth !  Somehow,  that  feUow  is 
always  hanging  about  here.  I  say,  Walter,  upon 
my  soul,  I  sometimes  think  he  tries  to  spoon  our 
Nell !" 

"  Very  hkely,"  answered  Walter,  with  a  liberal 
gulp  at  the  sherry.  "  Nelly  might  do  worse.  He's 
a  rich  chap,  and  not  a  bad  fellow  of  his  kind." 

"He's  not  good   enough  for  Nell!"  replied 
Jack  vehemently.     "  Not  half  good  enough  ;  and 
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never  would  be,  if  lie  liad  the  Bank  of  England  in 
his  pocket.  He's  not  a  gentleman,  Walter,  I'm 
sure  of  it.  I  doubt  very  much  if  he  is  even  au 
honest  man !" 

His  brother  winced,  and  the  blood  mounted 
in  his  cheek.  "  A  gentleman  !"  he  exclaimed. 
"  What  is  a  gentleman  ? — a  poor  devil  who  is  ex- 
pected to  wear  kid  gloves  and  a  good  coat,  and  to 
pay  for  them  out  of  twopence  -  halfpenny  per 
annum.  Thank  your  stars  you're  an  eldest  son. 
Jack  !  You  can  be  a  gentleman  that  way,  and  an 
honest  man  too — free,  gratis,  for  notliing." 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  have  so  much  advantage 
over  you,  Walter,"  said  Jack,  a  little  sadly ;  "  and 
I'm  sure  if  I  have,  I'll  share  it  with  you,  old  boy, 
to  the  very  uttermost.  You  and  I,  and  Nell,  you 
know,  must  hang  together,  whatever  happens. 
The  last  thing  I  can  remember  our  mother  saying 
was,  'When  you're  a  big  boy,  Jack,  love  your 
little  brother  and  sister.'  My  little  brother's  as 
big  as  myself  now,  and  twice  as  knowing ;  but 
that's  no  reason  we  shouldn't  be  as  good  brothers 
to-day  as  we  were  when  I  pitched  into  Mauley 
Major  for  licking  you  with  a  cricket-stump  in  the 
Lower  Shootinf>;-fields." 
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He  spoke  with  affected  gaiety,  but  his  voice 
trembled  a  little  in  real  emotion,  and  found  its 
way,  assisted  by  the  sherry,  to  Walter's  wild,  har- 
dened heart. 

"  You  were  always  a  good  fellow,  Jack,"  said 
the  latter  kindly.  "  By  Jove !  how  that  beast 
Mauley  went  down  at  the  end  of  the  second  round. 
You  cross-countered  him.  I  remember  it  as  well 
as  if  it  was  yesterday.  For  the  first  twenty 
minutes,  that  was  the  best  fight  I  ever  saw  in  my 
life.  After  all,  it  was  a  very  jolly  time  at  dear 
old  Eton — happier,  I  often  think,  than  one  has 
ever  had  since." 

Perhaps  the  speaker  considered  this  memorable 
battle,  in  which,  as  on  many  other  occasions,  his 
brother  suffered  severely  for  his  sake,  a  chief  in- 
gredient in  the  jolly  time  alluded  to  so  fondly. 
Be  that  as  it  may,  there  is  no  question  but  that,  to 
use  the  young  gentlemen's  vernacular,  it  was  "  an 
out-and-out  mill,"  won  by  sheer  pluck  and  en- 
durance on  the  part  of  Brooke,  who  was  a  year 
younger,  an  inch  shorter,  and  half  a  stone  lighter 
than  his  antagonist. 

"  We  might  all  be  very  happy  together  now," 
proceeded    Jack,   a   little    dubiously,   as   though 
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venturing  on  dangerous  ground,  "  if  we  had  no 
secrets  from  each  other.  Come,  Walter,"  he 
added,  in  a  louder,  franker  voice,  pushing  the  de- 
canters over  to  his  brother  once  more ;  "  it's  no 
use  you  and  me  beating  about  the  bush.  Why 
should  we  ?  You've  lost  a  cracker  again  to-day. 
Got  into  a  devil  of  a  mess,  I  shouldn't  wonder. 
Well,  it's  not  the  first  time.  Tell  us  all  about  it. 
If  I  can't  help  you,  I  can  advise  ;  if  I  canH  advise, 
at  least  I  can  see  you  through  it." 

"  I  believe  I  may  trust  you,"  answered  the  other, 
filling  his  glass.  "  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Jack. 
I  ara  in  a  mess  this  time,  and  one  that  I  don't  see 
my  way  out  of  at  all,  just  yet.  You  know,  what 
M'ith  the  regiment  and  my  horses,  and  one  thing 
and  another,  I've  no  end  of  expenses  that  it's 
quite  impossible  to  meet  with  the  governor's  allow- 
ance— quite  impossible !" 

"  Yes,  I  know  that,"  said  Jack,  who  had,  indeed, 
sufScient  reasons  of  his  own  for  a  conviction  of  the 
fact. 

"Well,  of  course,"  resumed  the  other,  with  a 
certain  vague  dignity  that  he  had  often  found  im- 
pressive on  similar  occasions,  "  I  can't  live  quietly 
down  here,  as  you  do  ;  nor  would  I,  if  I  could.     I 
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must  hold  a  certain  position,  and  go  to  a  certain 
extent  into  the  world.  This  entails  expense.  Eeady 
money  must  be  got,  by  hook  or  by  crook.  Jack, 
I've  been  driven  to  the  very  utmost  shifts — by 
Jove,  sir,  shifts  I  don't  like  mentioning  even  to 
you — for  raising  the  wind,  so  as  to  keep  me  going 
during  the  last  three  months." 

Jack  turned  pale  :  he  dreaded  what  was  to  come 
next.  Walter,  too,  had  drank  sherry  enough  to 
resolve  he  would  make  a  clean  breast  of  it  once 
for  all.  He  paused  a  moment,  threw  a  biscuit  to 
Tatters,  dozing  on  the  rug,  and  proceeded — 

"  Notliing  but  the  heaviest  pressure,  Jack,  would 
have  induced  me  to  be  such  a  fool.  You  can  have 
no  idea  wliat  I  endured  before  I  could  bring  my- 
self to — to  compromise  my  own  character  so  deeply. 
I  had  been  floored  at  everything  I  touched.  Such 
luck  at  whist  would  have  broken  Eothschild.  I 
give  you  my  word,  I  played  three  rubbers  one 
night  at  Mexico's  without  holding  a  trump — not  a 
single  trump — and  a  partner  most  of  the  time 
who  could  only  have  played  the  game  he  did  from 
inebriety,  acting  on  confirmed  softness  of  the  brain. 
Then,  you  know,  I  lost  tliree  hundred  slap  in  that 
cursed  water-meadow  with  poor  Fugleman.     The 
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horse  was  as  good  as  a  bank-note.  In  short,  alto- 
gether, I  was  in  such  a  mess  that  I  went  to  a 
friend,  and — I  may  as  well  out  with  it  at  once, 
Jack — I  got  him  to  back  a  bill  for  me  at  three 
months,  for  three  hundred  pounds." 

Jack  drew  a  long  breath,  immensely  relieved. 
"  Thank  God  !"  said  he,  "  it's  nothing  dishonour- 
able !  Walter,  upon  my  word,  you  frightened 
me  !  I  did  not  know  what  you  were  going  to 
confess ;  and  yet,  I  might  have  been  sure  of  a 
Brooke,"  he  added  proudly,  and  with  a  gesture 
that  gave  him  for  the  moment  a  certain  resem^ 
blance  to  Helen.  "  I  suppose  none  of  our  name 
ever  yet  did  or  thought  a  shady  thing  in  their 
lives." 

The  interruption  recalled  ^Yalter  to  himself: 
liis  worse  self — that  is  to  say,  cold,  calculating, 
unfeeling,  impervious  to  those  softer  and  more 
generous  emotions  which  had  almost  overmastered 
him  for  the  moment — with  a  readiness  of  resource 
and  quick  perception  of  expedients,  habitual  to 
him,  the  result,  perhaps,  not  more  of  natural 
character  than  of  the  games  of  combined  chance, 
skill,  and  calculation,  to  which  his  habits  of  life 
had  trained  him,  he  saw  the  possibility,  even  now, 

VOL.  III.  E 
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of  using-  Jack's  affection  to  extricate  him  from  the 
most  pressing  of  his  difSculties.  If  one  of  these 
bills  could  be  taken  up  and  got  back  into  his  own 
hands,  he  need  be  less  apprehensive  that  his  fraud 
might  be  discovered,  and,  indeed,  he  would  gain 
time  to  provide  for  the  renewal,  if  not  liquidation, 
of  the  other,  which  would  be  the  only  document 
likely  to  appear.  He  knew  Jack  well  enough  to 
be  sure  he  would  never  dream  of  comparing  notes 
with  Eags,  and,  indeed,  would  consider  the  whole 
matter  too  sacred  to  breathe  a  syllable  about  it  to 
any  living  soul — Jack  w^as  so  safe,  so  loyal ;  Jack 
was  such  an  honourable  fellow  !  When  he  thouglit 
of  his  brother's  exclamation,  he  wondered  how  he 
could  have  been  such  a  fool  as  ever  to  contem- 
plate the  avowal  he  was  so  near  making  a  few 
minutes  ago.  It  was  folly  to  show  your  hand  till 
the  game  was  played  out ;  and  that  culprit  richly 
deserved  sentence  who  pleaded  guilty  before  his 
case  had  been  tried. 

Jack,  in  the  meantime,  was  cogitating  how  he 
could  get  his  brother  out  of  his  difficulties  once 
again,  and  for  the  last  time,  without  the  possibi- 
lity of  their  recurrence.  He  had  done  the  same 
thing  for  Walter  very  often  before,  and,  generous 
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as  he  Avas,  had  usually  contented  himself  with  but 
vague  promises  of  amendment.  Now,  he  thought, 
if  he  could  obtain  some  pledge  for  future  self- 
government,  no  sacrifice  would  be  too  costly  to 
attain  so  desirable  an  object.  Jack  had  not  the 
money  in  his  own  possession,  of  com-se  ;  indeed, 
our  friend's  available  resources  were  seldom  repre- 
sented by  paper,  consisting  generally  of  a  few 
pieces  of  gold,  and,  tow^ards  quarter-day,  even  of 
silver.  Nevertheless,  he  turned  over  in  his  crv\'n 
mind  a  thousand  schemes  for  the  furtherance  of 
his  plan,  and  determined  at  any  rate  to  start  for 
London  early  the  following  morning,  and  see  what 
could  be  done.  The  first  step,  of  course,  was  to 
ascertain  what  had  become  of  the  bill.  Now 
Walter,  in  his  familiarity  with  such  methods  of 
raising  the  wind,  had  been  careful  to  keep  the  two 
bills  separate  as  far  as  he  could.  For  the  second 
he  had  obtained  cash,  short  of  very  considerable 
discount,  at  w^hich  even  his  accustomed  stoicism 
complained  loudly,  from  a  person  named  Haman, 
of  the  Jewish  persuasion ;  and  more  than  the 
normal  rapacity  attributed  by  Christians  to  capi- 
talists of  that  faith.  From  previous  acquaintance 
with  this  gentleman's  system  of  doing  business,  he 
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thought  it  extremely  probable  that  his  bill  had 
long  ago  found  its  way  into  other  hands ;  whereas, 
in  Pounder's  office  he  had  equal  reason  to  suppose 
that  its  companion  would  be  forthcoming,  at  all 
events  until  the  period  had  expired  for  which  it 
was  draAvn ;  so  when  Jack,  after  an  interval  of 
deep  reflection,  asked  him  abruptly,  "AVhich  of 
the  money-lending  tribe  had  got  him  by  the 
throat,"  he  answered  in  a  tone  of  becoming  meek- 
ness and  penitence — 

"  Well,  I  went  to  the  most  respectable  man  I 
could  find — a  person  of  the  name  of  Pounder  ;  not 
exactly  a  Jew,  you  know,  but  a  fellow  who  does 
these  sort  of  things  for  'noblemen,  gentlemen, 
heirs  to  entailed  estates' — like  you,  Jack — and 
'  officers  on  full  pay,'  like  me.  He's  a  most  re- 
spectable man,  or  I  wouldn't  have  had  anything 
to  do  with  him  in  such  a  matter,  of  course." 

"Pm  glad  to  hear  it,"  observed  the  elder 
brother,  wondering  what  amount  of  roguery  this 
conventional  term  "  respectability "  might  be 
stretched  to  cover.  "  I  should  think  the  quality 
somewhat  rare  in  his  profession.  What  is  the 
address  of  this  respectable  money-lender  ?" 

"  Pounder,"  answered  the  younger.    "  Ko  Chris- 
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tian  name,  of  course :  tliese  lieatliens  never  have. 
Mr.  Pounder,  No.  101,  Short  Street,  Strand." 

Jack  repeated  the  address  once  or  twice,  so  as 
to  fix  it  in  his  mind,  then  he  got  up,  walked  round 
to  his  brother's  chair,  and  laid  his  hand  on  his 
shoulder. 

"  \Yalter,"  said  he,  "  I'll  pull  you  through  this. 
I  can't  quite  see  my  way  yet,  but  I'll  pull  you 
through.  Don't  let  the  thing  bother  you  any 
more.  I  don't  want  to  drive  any  bargain  with 
you,  old  boy ;  you  and  I  are  much  too  good  bro- 
thers for  that ;  but  Walter  dear,  it  would  make 
me  very  happy,  and  Nelly  too,  if  you  would  leave 
off  betting  so  much,  and  playing  so  high,  and 
resolve  not  to  raise  money  in  this  way  any  more — 
at  least,  without  consulting  me.  Only  promise  me 
this,  if  you  can  keep  your  promise,  and  you  shall 
never  hear  the  subject  mentioned  again  !" 

The  tears  came  into  Walter's  eyes,  and  he  dashed 
them  away  with  his  hand.  Even  his  heart  was  not 
proof  against  such  kindness,  and  once  more  he  was 
on  the  eve  of  a  full  confession ;  but  Jack,  who  had 
observed  the  gesture,  and  who  could  not  bear  to 
witness  his  distress,  bade  him  "  Cheer  up ;  there 
was  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of.   No  great  harm  had 
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been  done,  after  all ;"  and  the  words  fled  back  from 
his  very  lips.  He  dared  not,  he  could  not,  acknow- 
ledge himself  a  swindler  in  the  face  of  this  loving 
brother,  this  honest,  generous,  high-minded 
friend. 

"I   promise,"    said   he,  clasping  Jack's  strong 
hand  in  both  his  own.     "  You're  too  good  to  me. 

D it,  old  boy,  I  don't  deserve  such  a  brother. 

I'm  tired  now — tired  and  beat,  and  not  half  up  to 
the  mark.  Good-night,  Jack,  we'll  talk  it  over 
to-morrow,  coolly  and  quietly,  you  know,  without 
partiality,  favour,  or  affection  !" 

So  Walter,  not  entirely  uninfluenced  by  his 
potations — for  a  man  cannot  drink  a  full-bodied 
brown  sherry  all  dinner-time  and  for  an  hour  or 
two  at  dessert,  with  the  same  impunity  as  second- 
growth  claret  at  twenty-four  shillings  per  dozen — 
took  his  candle  and  ya\vned  his  way  up-stairs,  not 
entirely  dissatisfied  with  tlie  turn  matters  had 
taken,  and  impressed  with  a  vague,  misty  kind  of 
persuasion,  that  Jack  was  a  trump,  and  every- 
thing would  turn  out  for  the  best  in  the  end. 

Tatters  coiled  on  the  rug,  jumped  up  full  of 
life  and  energy  directly  his  master  stirred.  The 
latter  rang  tlie  bell,  proceeded  to  his  own  room  at 
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the  top  of  the  house,  threw  himself  into  the  worn 
arm-chau-,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  French 
print,  and  loading  the  faithful  short  pipe,  with 
Tatters  (who  had  pattered  up-stairs  close  at  his 
heels)  curled  on  his  knee,  began  to  lay  his  plans 
and  smoke. 

Judging  by  the  amount  of  tobacco  consumed  in 
their  elaboration,  these  must  have  involved  con- 
siderable forethought.  It  Avas  not  till  Jack  had 
sat  in  the  same  position  for  more  than  two  hours, 
dm-ing  which  the  French  print  had  comj^letely 
lost  its  identity,  and  assumed  a  striking  likeness 
to  Lady  Julia  Treadwell,  that  he  made  the 
slightest  movement,  and  then  he  started  up,  to  the 
great  discomfiture  of  his  dog,  and  pulled  a  small, 
shabby  portmanteau  from  under  the  bed. 

No,  Tatters!  the  gun-case  is  not  forthcoming 
next,  as  on  hapjiier  occasions,  and  it  is  no  question 
now  of  a  start  in  the  early  fogs  of  morning  for  the 
persecution  of  rabbits. 

The  terrier,  with  his  head  on  one  side,  and  a 
comical  look  of  expostulation  on  his  haiiy  visage, 
watched  one  article  after  another  packed  in  the 
leathern  receptacle,  more  and  more  dejectedly. 
Alas !  they  were  all  suggestive  of  decent  in-doors 
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attire.  My  own  belief  is,  that  when  the  dog  saw 
a  civilized  morning-coat  laid  at  the  top,  he  made 
up  his  mind  for  the  worst,  and  resolved  what  to 
do.  At  any  rate,  he  whined  at  the  door,  as  was  his 
custom  when  asking  to  be  let  out,  and  although 
Jack  left  it  ajar  in  case  he  should  retm-n,  disap- 
peared in  the  dark  passage,  and  was  seen  no  more 
that  night. 

Next  morning,  however,  soon  after  dawn,  Jack 
walking  sturdily  into  Middlesworth  station,  with 
his  portmanteau  on  his  shoulder — for  he  made  him- 
self thus  independent  of  carriages  and  servants, 
not  choosing  to  be  cross-questioned  as  to  his 
journey — was  somewhat  provoked,  somewhat 
amused,  and  a  good  deal  surprised,  to  find  Tatters 
waiting  at  the  booking-ofiSce.  There  was  no 
resisting  the  dog's  appeal,  though  he  looked  a 
little  sheepish,  as  if  afraid  he  had  done  wrong, 
while  imploring  at  the  same  time  not  to  be 
left  behind ;  and  Jack,  who  was  always  rather 
childish  about  Tatters,  but  who  had  of  late  become 
fonder  of  him  than  ever,  bade  his  faithful  little 
follower  jump  on  his  knee,  and  carried  him  off 
with  him  to  London. 

While  the  inseparable  couple,   chilled,   sleepy, 
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and  unbreakfasted,  but  consoled  because  together, 
were  steaming  away  to  the  metropolis  on  his 
business,  Walter  lay  snug  and  warm  with  closed 
curtains,  at  Bridlemere,  dreaming  that  he  stood 
in  a  pew  at  Lady  Juha  Treadwell's  side,  to  be 
called  in  church ;  but  that  hearing  Bivouac  was 
disqualified  for  the  Great  Middlesworth  Handicap, 
and  the  stakes  had  been  given  to  Benedict,  Mrs. 
Major  Shabracque  stepped  out  from  behind  the 
organ,  and  forbade  the  banns. 


CHAPTEE  III. 
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A.CK  BEOOKE,  arriving  in  London, 
dropped  his  portmanteau  at  the  station, 
and  sallied  forth  on  business,  after  a 
heavy  breakfast,  with  Tatters  at  his 
heels.  The  dog  was  well  accustomed  to  be  left  to 
his  own  guidance,  and  it  is  indeed  only  by  thus 
trusting  dumb  animals  that  they  acquire  the 
sagacity  at  which,  in  our  self-conceit,  we  marvel 
so  condescendingly.  The  brute's  intellect,  like 
that  of  the  man,  increases  largely  by  exercise,  and 
the  assumption  of  responsibility  is  equally  con- 
ducive to  the  moral  improvement  of  each.  A 
doo"  in  a  string  is  a  contemptible  instance,  argu- 
ing want  of  confidence  on  one  side,  and  of  loyalty 
on    the    other,   that    deserves    to   terminate   in 
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secession  ;  wliereas  the  franker  nature  that  leaves 
its  four-footed  dependent  to  roam  at  will,  and 
trusts  to  its  attachment  for  a  re-union,  finds  itself 
tracked  through  crowded  streets  and  intricate 
paths,  with  the  unerring  fidelity  of  an  instinct 
both  above  and  below  the  reasoning  faculties  of 
man. 

Tatters,  following  him  through  the  confusion  of 
Middlesworth  on  market-day,  was  as  little  likely 
to  lose  his  master  as  his  own  skin,  and,  indeed, 
could  have  been  deprived  of  either  only  by  being 
forcibly  caught  up  and  held.     Now,  this  was  no 
easy  matter  to  accomplish.     The  dog,  unless  he 
was  quite  sure  of  his  man,  had  a  way  of  keeping 
out  of  arm's  length,  and  dodging  off  from  beneath 
the  grasp,  extremely  baffling  to  a  stranger ;  and  if 
foiled,  moreover,  would  have  been  no  very  desir- 
able prize  when  captured.     The  black  roof  of  his 
mouth,  so  much  admired  by  Lady  Julia,  set  off 
the  whiteness  of  two   formidable  rows  of  teeth ; 
and  Tatters,  who  would  have  scorned  to  turn  tail  on 
pole-cat,  fox,  or  badger,  was  capable  of  inflicting 
very  severe  punishment  on  the  human  hand,  nor 
would  he  have  had  the  slightest  scruple  in  tearing 
it  to  the  best  of  his  ability. 
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Jack  entertained,  therefore,  no  appreliension  of 
losing  his  dog  in  London,  and  stalked  along  in 
perfect  confidence  that  his  friend  would  not  leave 
his  heels,  Tatters  plodding  close  behind  him, 
ludicrously  intent  on  the  business  he  was  about, 
and  suffering  himself  to  be  in  no  way  distracted 
by  the  remarks  his  rough-and-ready  appearance 
called  forth.  These  were  more  sincere  than  com- 
plimentary. The  London  passenger  is  seldom  a 
good  judge  of  terriers,  and  limits  his  profoundest 
criticisms  to  the  paradox  that  "  their  beauty  con- 
sists in  their  ugliness,"  so  that  the  long  coat,  long 
body,  long  head,  and  short  legs  of  Jack  Brooke's 
favourite  elicited  more  derision  than  applause. 
A  connoisseur  in  the  article,  however,  had  scanned 
him  approvingly  from  the  other  side  of  the  street, 
so  approvingly,  indeed,  as  to  resolve  on  cement- 
ing a  further  acquaintance  with  this  desirable 
specimen.  For  that  purpose  he  lounged  along 
about  ten  paces  off,  feigning  to  be  wholly  en- 
grossed in  omnibuses,  shop-windows,  chimney-pots, 
and  such  objects  as  seemed  to  have  no  possible 
connection  with  a  prize  twelve  inches  high. 

Jem  Batters,  still  in  ankle-jacks   and  shabby 
velveteen,  with  the  red  handkerchief,  much  frayed 
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and  worn,  knotted  round  bis  neck  as  of  old,  was 
patrolling  the  Strand,  at  the  spot  where  he  had 
once  caught  sight  of  Philip  Stoney,  in  the  vague 
hope  of  meeting  that  familiar  face  again.  It  had 
haunted  Jem  perseveringly  of  late,  and  the  desire 
to  learn  news  of  home  had  acquired  an  irresistible 
force,  which  he  accepted,  in  his  ignorance,  as  a 
warning  of  some  dreadful  calamity  to  his' mother 
or  himself.  Therefore,  he  watched  and  waited, 
day  after  day,  at  the  same  hour  and  place,  missing 
Philip,  whose  time  of  attendance  at  his  office 
varied  according  to  the  press  of  work,  by  about 
ten  minutes,  with  the  regularity  of  clock-^N  ork. 

Such  anxieties,  however,  could  not  be  allowed 
to  interfere  with  business.  Jem  noticed  a  "  tidy 
sort  of  a  dog  "  following  a  gentleman,  and  it  was 
Jem' s  profession,  therefore,  to  follow  the  dog. 
He  had  never  seen  Jack  Brooke  in  a  broadcloth 
coat  and  a  London  hat  in  his  life,  so  chd  not 
recognise  the  young  squire's  back,  nor,  if  he  had, 
would  it  have  made  any  difference  in  his  j^roceed- 
ings.  The  dog,  he  had  convinced  himself,  was  a 
noble  animal,  provided  by  nature  to  be  matched, 
mutilated,  enticed,  advertised  for,  and  restored, 
according  to  his  courage,  breed,  beauty,  and  the 
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value  set  upon  liim  by  bis  proprietor.  So  Tatters 
followed  Jack,  and  Jem  followed  Tatters,  till 
tbey  turned  into  Sliort  Street,  and  stopped  at  Mr. 
Pounder's  door. 

Now,  on  one  side  of  tbe  bouse  in  wbicli  tbe 
money-lenders  were  tbe  sole  inbabitants,  stood 
tbe  dwelling  of  Miss  Prince,  full  to  tbe  very 
attics ;  lind  on  tbe  otber  an  empty  stationer's  sbop 
under  repair,  baving  a  warebouse  at  tbe  back, 
once  a  receptacle  for  unsold  books,  magazines, 
travels,  biograpbies,  novels  like  yours  and  mine, 
pampblets  on  political  questions  of  fleeting 
interest,  and  sucb  literary  lumber.  Tbis  edifice, 
jutting  out  at  rigbt-angles  from  the  rear  of  tbe 
premises,  commanded  tbe  rooms  on  tbe  ground- 
floor  of  tbe  neigbbouring  bouses  on  eacb  side.  It 
was  tbe  very  place  from  wliicb  Pounder's  back 
yard  could  be  reacbed  most  readily ;  and  Jem's 
experience  taugbt  bim  tbat  it  was  quite  probable 
bis  bairy  quarry  would  be  turned  into  tbat 
back  yard  for  a  space,  wbetber  bis  master  was 
returning  bome,  or  only  paying  a  visit  to  a  friend. 
Everytbing  favoured  bis  plan :  tbe  workmen  bad 
"  knocked  off,"  as  tbey  called  it,  for  balf  an  bour 
to  a  neigbbouring  beer-sbop,  leaving  notbing  to 
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keep  guard  but  a  hundred  of  bricks,"a  riddling- 
sieve  with  the  bottom  out,  and  a  barrow  full  of 
lime.  To  be  sure,  there  were  only  the  walls  to 
steal.  Jem  entered,  therefore,  unquestioned,  en- 
sconced himself  in  the  warehouse,  and  watched 
patiently  for  his  chance. 

How  it  came,  and  wdiat  he  saw,  is  perhaps 
better  described  from  within  than  without. 

Pounder  was  sitting  at  a  piece  of  furniture, 
called  by  upholsterers  a  knee-hole  table,  in  a 
dingy,  dirty  room,  commanding  a  cheerless  view 
of  the  back  yard  already  mentioned.  There  were 
none  of  the  usual  appliances  in  this  apartment 
that  suggest  the  conveyance  of  money  or  property. 
None  of  the  pigeon-holed  drawers  lettered  down 
to  Z,  arguing  business  habits  of  nice  arrangement 
and  precision ;  none  of  the  green  boxes,  fireproof 
and  padlocked,  with  names  painted  on  them  in 
large  black  capitals,  scorning,  as  it  would  seem, 
to  contain  parchments  of  less  importance  than 
bonds,  title-deeds,  and  such  questionable  materials 
for  endless  suits  at  equity  and  common  law. 
No  railed -in  desk  for  the  clerks,  nor  black  arm- 
chair for  the  client,  nor  sheaves  of  uncut  quills, 
nor  bundles  of  papers  tied  with  tape,  nor  drift  of 
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letters  on  the  writing-table,  amongst  which  the 
visitor's  o'wti,  appointing  an  interview,  is  always 
uppermost.  Save  Pounder's  umbrella,  there  were 
not  even  the  commonest  articles  of  domestic  use. 
Neither  fender,  fire-irons,  nor  coal-scuttle.  All 
was  bare,  all  was  shabby,  and  all  was  dirty. 

It  was  difficult  to  say  for  what  purpose  the 
room  had  been  intended  by  the  builder ;  perhaps 
for  a  bed-chamber,  as  a  few  stej)s  led  up  to  it  from 
the  level  of  the  passage,  and  it  opened  into  another 
smaller  apartment,  whence  there  was  no  further 
egress,  and  which  could  only  have  served  to  con- 
tain a  bath  or  wardrobe,  being  lighted  but  by  a 
bull's-eye  in  the  partition  wall,  and  therefore  too 
dusky  to  dress,  and  too  close  to  sleep  in. 

Although  the  place  promised  little  of  wealth  in 
its  aspects  and  arrangements,  yet  in  the  drawers 
of  the  knee-hole  table,  ink-stained  and  frayed  as 
it  looked,  were  locked  away  documents  worth  not 
only  a  round  sum  of  money,  but  the  peace  and 
comfort  of  many  a  frank,  genial,  inconsiderate 
young  heart ;  representing,  perhaps,  all  the  hopes  of 
its  Future,  all  the  advantages  of  its  Past.  There 
were  signatures  in  those  recesses  to  bid  mamma 
cry,  and  papa  swear ;  to  mulct  younger  brothers 
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and  sisters  of  many  a  loose  liundred  not  in  settle- 
ment, that  would  have  been  very  acceptable  for 
the  bride's  trousseau,  or  the  subaltern's  promo- 
tion; to  make  a  brave  lad  tremble,  and  an 
honourable  one  prevaricate ;  to  turn  the  merry, 
cheerful  home  of  breakfast-time  into  a  scene  of 
reproach,  and  constramt,  and  humiliation,  when 
the  post  came  in. 

Other  rooms  in  the  house  were  well  and  even 
gaudily  fm-nished.  The  front  parlour  contained 
several  original  pictures  of  famous  Dutch  and 
Italian  masters,  painted  with  considerable  felicity 
by  a  man  in  the  Haymarket,  any  one  of  which 
could  be  spared  at  a  moment's  notice  to  accom- 
modate a  borrower,  and  replaced  forthwith  in  a 
different  style  by  the  same  hand.  The  drawing- 
room  floor,  besides  its  cracked  muTors,  rejoiced  in 
fanciful  carving,  handsome  bronzes,  and  a  heavy 
chandelier  in  a  canvas  bag.  There  were  bed- 
rooms, I  believe,  above  this,  but  they  had  been 
long  since  dismantled  and  put  away,  having 
nothing  but  the  bare  bedsteads  left,  with  store  of 
moths  and  spiders,  cobwebs  for  hangings  ;  and  for 
a  carpet,  dust  tAVO  inches  tliick. 

Notwithstanding  the  size  of  the  house,  however, 
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most  of  the  business  was  conducted  in  this  dingy 
back  room,  the  greater  portion  of  which  Jem  Bat- 
ters, himself  unseen,  commanded  from  the  post  of 
observation  he  had  taken  up. 

Pounder  sat  writing  busily  at  the  table.     His 
laro-e  bald  forehead,  as  he  bent  over  his  work,  con- 
veyed  an  impression  of  the  utmost  respectability 
and  benevolence.      There   had  been  rain  during 
the  morning,  and  the  garden   at  Balham  was  a 
fortnight  earlier  than  last  year.     He  was  inclined, 
therefore,   to   look    favourably   on   the   world   in 
general,  and  had  experienced  more  difficulty  than 
usual  in  hardening  his  heart  to  the  business-stand- 
ard required.     Multiple,  walking  up  and  down  the 
room,  was  immersed  in  some  calculation  with  which 
he  appeared  a  good  deal  dissatisfied.     His  cheeks 
were  flushed,  and  he  frowned  in  a  manner  that  did 
not  improve  his  beauty.     He  had  stopped  short  in 
one    of  his   turns,    obviously   for   a   burst  of  ill- 
humour,  when  Jack's  ring  at  the  door-bell  vibrated 
through  the  house. 

"  Can't  you  go  and  see  who  it  is  ?"  exclaimed  he 
angrily,  while  Pounder  deliberately  finished  a  sen- 
tence, and  wiped  his  pen  on  his  sleeve.  "  If  it's 
Overdue,  I  won't  see  him ! "  he  halloaed  after  his 
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partner,  who  had  disappeared  down  the  passage. 
"  And  you  may  tell  him  so !  He's  played  fast 
and  loose  with  us  long  enough.  I'll  sell  him  up ;  I 
will,  by  heaven !  as  sure  as  he  stands  there.  Get 
out  I  you  brute.     Halloa !     Whose  dog's  this  ?" 

Four  pattering  feet  having  made  themselves 
distinctly  heard  on  the  oilcloth  outside,  now 
brought  their  rough  little  proprietor  bodily  into 
the  room.  Tatters,  according  to  custom,  preceded 
his  master,  whom  Pounder  was  ushering  with 
great  obsequiousness  into  the  office,  and  thus  gave 
Multiple  timely  warning  of  the  entrance  of  Jack 
Brooke. 

Now,  it  was  by  no  means  the  money-lender's  cue 
to  be  known  as  such  to  those  with  whom  he  asso- 
ciated on  terms  of  equality  in  general  society.  He 
chose  to  appear  among  them  a  gentleman  of  inde- 
pendent income — well-born,  well-bred ;  a  man  of 
position,  education,  and  taste.  He  liked  them  to 
wonder,  "  wlio  the  deuce  Multiple  was,"  knowing 
that,  with  the  world,  an  object  gains  by  mystery 
more  than  it  loses  by  suspicion ;  but  he  had  no 
wish  that  they  should  be  able  to  identify  him  with 
the  bill-discounting  firm  so  generally  consulted, 
and  so  universally  abused.     Above  all,  he  was  most 
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anxious  tliat  none  of  the  Brooke  family  slionld 
learn  tlie  truth,  at  all  events  till  he  had  become 
one  of  them,  and  even  with  a  bosom  friend  like 
Walter  he  had  been  careful  to  attribute  his  tho- 
rough knowledge  of  money  matters  to  high  bet- 
ting and  large  speculations  on  the  Stock  Exchange. 
To  have  confronted  Jack  Brooke,  whom  he  felt 
thoroughly  to  distrust  him,  here  of  all  places  in  the 
world,  would  have  been  destruction. 

But  Midtiple  had  a  quick  eye,  and  recognised 
the  dog  in  an  instant.  His  first  impression  was 
that  Walter  had  come  up  about  the  bills,  till  lie 
heard  the  elder  brother's  voice  outside  the  door, 
and  he  had  just  time  to  make  a  dive  at  his  hat,  and 
remove  it,  along  with  himself,  into  the  other  room, 
where  he  resolved  to  remain  in  hiding  till  the  in- 
terview terminated ;  exulting  the  while  that  pru- 
dent, steady-going  Jack  Brooke  was  walking  like 
other  people  into  the  toils,  and  that  he  should 
soon  have  the  whole  family  in  his  power  —  the 
elder  brother  embarrassed,  the  younger  dis- 
honoured, and  the  sister  compromised. 

Whenever  this  man  thought  of  Helen,  some- 
thing seemed  to  come  over  him  that  imparted  a 
bitter,  morbid  pleasure  to  the  very  act  of  evil- 
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doing,  as  if  it  gratified  him  to  think  that  the  lower 
he  himself  fell  the  deeper  would  be  the  degrada- 
tion to  which  he  would  drag  her  do\vn.  How 
fiercely  he  longed  for  that  hour  !  less  like  one  who 
desires  the  guerdon  of  a  warm  attachment,  than 
one  who  thhsts  for  the  wild  triumph  of  revenge. 
Though  the  image  of  Miss  Brooke,  filled  his  heart 
and  brain,  his  was  a  sort  of  love  turned,  as  it  were, 
inside  out,  that  very  closely  resembled  the  cruel 
instinct  of  hate. 

However  quick  he  might  be  though,  in  identify- 
ing Tatters,  the  dog's  honest  dislike,  cherished 
with  canine  fidelity,  seemed  quicker  still  to  recog- 
nise the  presence  of  an  enemy.  He  bounced  about 
the  room,  barking  furiously,  and  scratched  hard  at 
the  door  of  communication  between  the  two  apartr 
ments.  Jack  Brooke,  seating  himself  as  desired, 
apologized  to  Pounder  for  the  intrusion  and  ill- 
behaviour  of  his  favourite. 

"  He  won't  leave  me  for  five  minutes,"  said  Jack, 
-Nvith  pardonable  pride ;  "  but  he  is  a  keen  little 
brute  after  vermin,  and  hasn't  learnt  town  man- 
ners yet.  I'll  answer  for  it,  he  winds  a  rat  some- 
where about  now." 

Pounder  winded  a  rat  too,  or  thought  he  did ; 
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and  resolved  to  draw  cautiously  up  to  bis  game.  It 
consisted,  lie  hoped,  of  a  fresli,  frank,  inexperi- 
enced young  gentleman,  short  of  cash,  rich  in 
expectations,  willing  to  make  allowance  for  the 
tightness  of  the  money  market,  and  ready  to  do  a 
post-obit  on  reasonable  terms  —  say,  three  for 
one. 

Motioning  Jack  to  a  chair,  he  seated  himself  at 
the  knee-hole  table,  leaning  his  elbow  thereon  to 
balance  a  paper-cutter  in  his  large,  strong,  clean 
hand.  He  had  not  yet  mastered  the  visitor's 
name,  therefore  opened  the  conversation  dis- 
creetly, with  a  remark  upon  the  genial  tempera- 
ture, so  unusual  for  the  time  of  year.  He  sat 
opposite  the  little  window  of  communication, 
through  which  he  could  observe  his  partner's 
anxious  face. 

Multiple  was  not  quite  easy  about  this  unex- 
pected arrival,  for  although  it  would  have  pleased 
him  much  to  see  the  elder  following  the  younger 
brother's  example,  still,  like  all  men  who  lead  a 
life  of  duplicity,  and  who  feel  themselves  perma- 
nently in  a  false  position,  he  mistrusted  every- 
thing that  was  unexpected  or  unaccounted  for. 

Jack,  fronting  his  new  acquaintance,  was  agree- 
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ably  surprised  at  the  frank  expression  of  coun- 
tenance and  respectable  appearance,  so  different 
from  what  he  expected.  Any  little  awkwardness 
lie  may  have  betrayed  at  first,  which  Pounder  set 
down  to  the  usual  embarrassment  of  a  borrower, 
soon  disappeared,  and  he  entered  on  the  business 
that  brought  him,  in  the  most  straightforward 
manner,  without  delay. 

"  I  believe,"  said  he,  abruptly,  "  your  name  is 
Pomider,  a  professional  money-lender  ?  " 

The  other  looked  hard  at  the  bull's-eye  window 
for  instructions,  ere  he  delivered  himself  of  the 
customary  answer. 

"  The  name  is  correct  enough.  Excuse  me,  sir, 
for  observing  that  you  are  mistaken  in  our  call- 
ing. We  are  but  confidential  advisers  in  matters 
of  pecuniary  difficulty.  I  will  not  deny  that  we 
occasionally  make  small  advances  to  clients  of 
position  and  character,  on  the  usual  terms." 

Jack  was  a  little  puzzled  at  so  subtle  a  distinc- 
tion ;  but  went  straight  to  the  point. 

"  I  am  an  eldest  son,"  said  he.  Mr.  Pounder 
bowed  low.  "  Heir  to  an  entailed  estate."  Mr. 
Pounder  boWed  lower.  "  Anything  that  passes 
between  us  is  of  course  in  the  strictest  confidence." 
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Mr.  Pounder  bowed  till  his  polished  bead  was 
visible  to  the  very  croMTi.  The  action  denoted 
sympathy,  reverence,  and  incorruptible  good 
faith. 

"  In  the  strictest  confidence,"  he  repeated, 
with  another  glance  over  Jack's  head,  to  make 
sure  his  partner  was  watching,  *'  and  without 
exception  taken  to  any  unguarded  expressions  of 
remonstrance  or  friendly  warning  that  may  be 
called  forth  by  our  interest  in  our  client's  welfare. 
Young  men  are  apt  to  be  incautious,  imprudent, 
wilfully  blind  to  their  own  interests.  I  have 
sustained  abuse,  sir,  that  you  would  hardly  credit, 
.and  bad  language  that  I  will  not  pain  you  by 
-repeating,  in  this  very  room,  as  a  return  for  my 
earnest  entreaties  to  misguided  young  gentlemen 
that  they  would  take  a  little  time  and  considera- 
tion before  entailing  ruin  on  their  families  and 
themselves.  Your  dog  is  very  uneasy,  sir,  and  I 
think  there  must  be  a  rat  somewhere  about.  We 
keep  that  recess  locked,  and  our  clerk,  who  is  in 
the  City,  has  mislaid  the  key,  or  we  would  soon 
unearth  the  intruder.  I  love  a  rat-hunt  still,  out 
of  business  hours,  as  well  as  a  younger  man." 

This  frank  admission  was  made  to  take  Jack's 
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attention  off  the  subject  they  had  been  discussing. 
The  visitor  was  shrewd  enough  to  suspect  Mr. 
Pounder's  benevolent  phrases,  and  the  latter  did 
not  fail  to  observe  his  suspicion.  Tatters,  besides, 
was  sniffing  about  the  door  of  communication  witli 
an  energy  that  it  was  impossible  to  ignore.  Alto- 
gether, Pounder  thought  it  best  to  establish  the 
impossibility  of  searching  the  other  room  at  once, 
so  put  his  little  romance  of  the  key  and  his  rat- 
catching  predilections  together,  with  a  simjDlicity 
that  set  mistrust  at  defiance.  He  spoke  the 
truth  so  far,  that  at  Balham  he  would  have  joined 
in  such  a  pursuit  with  the  utmost  glee ;  but 
here,  like  other  mighty  hunters,  his  game  was 
man. 

"  Be  quiet,  Tatters  !"  said  Jack,  calling  the  dog 
beneath  his  chair,  and  repressing  all  outward 
demonstrations  of  excitement,  save  a  stifled  growl 
and  an  angry  red  eye.  "  We  don't  come  for  rat- 
catching,  Mr.  Pounder,  or  my  little  terrier  here 
could  make  you  open  your  eyes,  if  you  care  for 
that  sort  of  thing.  My  business  is  of  some  im- 
portance, and,  if  you  please,  we  Avill  go  into  it 
at  once.  I  am  an  eldest  son,  as  I  have  already 
told  you.     My  father  is   Mr.  Brooke,  of  Bridle- 
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mere,  near  Middleswortli.  Perhaps  you  may  liave 
heard  the  name  before  ?" 

Pounder's  countenance  bi'ightened.  He  recog- 
nised the  name  at  once ;  for  he  had  bills  at  the 
moment  almost  beneath  his  hand,  bearing  that 
signature,  of  which  his  partner  had  never  ceased 
to  impress  on  him  that  he  could  not  be  too  care- 
ful, and  he  knew  the  drawer  of  those  bills  by 
sight  perfectly  well.  His  professional  keenness 
enabled  him  to  trace  a  family  likeness  in  his  pre- 
sent visitor  to  the  embarrassed  young  officer  whom 
he  had  accommodated ;  and  liis  professional  in- 
stinct hinted  the  probability  that  the  elder 
brother,  the  heir  himself,  had  been  recommended 
by  the  younger  to  the  same  fountain  whence  he 
drew  his  own  precarious  and  costly  supplies. 

Visions  came  over  him,  enhanced  by  his  visitor's 
appearance,  of  immediate  necessities,  inviolable 
secrecy,  mutual  convenience,  and  a  heavy  post- 
obit.  Not  only  did  Jack  look,  he  thought,  like  an 
eldest  son ;  but  there  was  an  air  of  simplicity 
about  his  dress,  his  manners,  his  square  shoulders, 
his  frank,  weather-browned  face,  that  argued 
honesty  of  purpose,  liberality  of  character,  general 
inexperience  in  borrowing,  and  unflinching  deter- 
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mination  to  abide  by  any  bargain  lie  had  once 
made,  lioAvever  injurious  to  himself.  Here  was  a 
prize  worth  half  a  dozen  such  plausible,  impro- 
vident, necessitous  dandies  as  the  brother — a  prize 
that,  judiciously  handled,  and  skilfully  captured, 
might,  by  a  trifling  annual  outlay,  become  the 
making  of  the  firm  at  his  father's  death.  He 
looked  benevolently  interested  and  concerned. 

"  I  can  feel  for  a  young  man  in  difficulties," 
said  he,  with  a  grave  paternal  air.  "  I  have  had 
much  to  contend  with,  Mr.  Brooke  (I  think  you 
said  your  name  was  Brooke) ;  much  to  contend 
with  in  early  life  myself.  Mine  is  a  curious  his- 
tory, and  shows  how  cautious  a  youth  should  be  to 
bon-ow  from  respectable  parties.  At  five-and- 
twenty  years  of  age,  sir,  I  had  an  opening  in  busi- 
ness that  necessitated  a  small  advance  of  capital. 
A  few,  a  very  few  thousand  pounds  was  demanded 
for  a  share  in  the  excellent  firm  of  which  I  am 
now  proud  to  be  senior  partner.  The  matter  was 
trifling  enough ;  but  I  was  a  young  man  in  those 
days,  Mr.  Brooke,  and,  I  am  sorry  to  admit,  not  a 
very  steady  one ;  I  could  not  lay  my  hand  on  the 
sum  required,  small  as  it  was,  and  what  did  I  do  ? 
Consult   some  fiiend  of  experience   and  profes- 
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sional  standing,  to  abide  by  bis  judgment,  and  act 
on  bis  advice  ?  Not  a  bit  of  it !  I  wanted  the 
money.  1  was  in  a  bmTy  for  the  money.  I  would 
Jiave  the  money ;  and  I  went  to  an  avowed  money- 
lender, a  reguLar  bill-discounter,  and  obtained  it, 
sir,  upon  terms  that,  even  at  this  distance  of  time, 
I  blush  to  recall.  He  must  have  made  me  pay  not 
less  than  one  hundred  per  cent.;  one  hundred  per 
cent.,  as  I  sit  here,  for  every  shilling  he  advanced 
me  before  I  had  done  with  him.  And  I  found  out, 
when  it  was  too  late,  that  the  firm  itself  would 
have  lent  me  the  money  on  far  more  liberal  terms, 
trusting  to  my  own  undertaking  for  payment  of 
capital  and  interest,  by  quarterly  instalments  out 
of  my  share  in  the  annual  profits.  It  was  a  lesson 
I  shall  never  forget,  Mr.  Brooke,  and  I  regret  it 
the  less  that  it  taught  me  the  caution  I  needed, 
and  impressed  on  me  in  the  strongest  manner  the 
liberality  of  our  firm.  It  has  always  been  our 
mode  of  doing  business.  I  trust  the  same  system 
may  continue  so  long  as  I  have  the  honour  of  con- 
ducting its  affairs.  Pardon  me,  Mr.  Brooke,  this 
is  irrelevant — a  little  word  of  warning  from  an 
old  man  to  a  young  one,  of  which  the  motive 
must  excuse  the  impertinence — we  will  proceed  to 
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your  business,  if  you  please,  at  once.  Do  you 
desire  a  temporary  advance  for  immediate  neces- 
sities ?  I  observe,  state  the  sum,  and  name  your 
securities.  Do  you  ask  my  advice  as  to  the 
prudence  of  borrowing  money  in  the  abstract  ?  I 
reply,  emphatically,  don't." 

Multiple,  watching  at  the  window,  and  listening 
intently  to  this  peroration,  ground  his  teeth  in 
anger  and  disgust.  "  The  clumsy  ass !"  he  mut- 
tered below  his  breath,  "  to  try  this  affectation  of 
honesty  with  a  fellow  that,  he  must  see  at  a  glance, 
is  a  really  honest  man.  Not  to  know  it's  only  fit 
to  gull  some  fool,  who  is  half  a  i-ogue  abeady. 
Idiot !  I  wish  he  was  up  to  his  neck  in  his  own 
cabbage-beds !  I  shouldn't  be  the  least  surprised 
if  he  blew  the  whole  business  to  this  blundering, 
straightforward,  hard-headed  young  clodpole,  and 
put  us  all  in  the  hole  before  he  has  done." 

He  was  in  a  very  uncomfortable  position. 
Closeted  in  a  dusty  little  room,  within  ten  feet  of 
a  critical  job,  the  mismanagement  of  which  he  was 
compelled  to  witness  without  interference,  because 
he  was  afraid  to  discover  himself,  Mr.  Multiple's 
face  grew  darker  and  darker,  and  his  blood  tingled 
to  his  finger-ends. 
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Jack  Brooke  had  listened  attentively  to  the 
money-lender's  tale,  and  its  effect,  as  his  partner 
foresaw,  was  the  very  reverse  of  what  the  narrator 
intended.  The  young  Squire  had  mother-wit 
enough  to  detect  a  false  ring  in  the  assumed 
friendship  and  sincerity  of  his  Senior.  Like  a 
fencer  who  has  yet  to  prove  his  adversary's 
strength,  he  paused  a  little  ere  he  took  up  his 
ground  cautiously  out  of  distance,  feeling  the 
other's  blade,  as  it  were,  with  a  very  gentle  and 
inquiring  touch. 

That  other,  strong  in  the  maturity  of  experience 
and  the  confidence  of  daily  stratagem,  engaged 
boldly  and  without  hesitation.  The  sooner  his 
visitor's  business  was  done,  he  thought,  and  the 
more  effectually,  the  better.  Attributing  his 
silence  to  a  natural  diffidence  in  exposing  his 
affairs,  he  leaned  across  the  table,  and  renewed 
the  conversation  with  great  complacence. 

"Would  it  be  premature,  Mr.  Brooke,  to 
suggest  a  short  and  general  statement  on  paper, 
shall  we  say,  of  the  advance  you  may  require  ? 
We  can  meet  your  views  probably  in  a  variety  of 
ways,  any  of  which  would  suit  our  convenience 
equally  well.    A  life-assurance ;  a  bill  at  an  earlier 


POUNCE   COMMERCE.  79 

or  later  date,  indorsed,  as  a  matter  of  form,  by  one 
other  signature ;  an  undertaking  for  repayment, 
with  accumulative  interest,  on  the  demise  of  certain 
parties.  I  throw  these  out  as  mere  suggestions. 
Whatever  you  resolve,  you  can  depend  upon  us, 
believe  me,  to  consult  your  interests  as  carefully 
as  our  own." 

"  Stop  a  moment,"  said  Jack,  "  you  go  fast,  Mr. 
Pounder.  I  did  not  come  here  to  borrow  money ; 
at  least,  that  was  not  my  primary  object." 

"  Glad  to  hear  it,  sir ;  glad  to  hear  it,"  replied 
Pounder,  by  no  means  unused  to  such  declarations 
at  the  opening  of  proceedings.  "  If  advice  is  all 
you  require,  you've  come  to  the  right  shop  for  the 
article.  And  we  make  no  charge  for  it,  neither. 
No  '  six-and-eightpennies '  here,  Mr.  Brooke. 
Any  information  an  old  man  can  give  a  young 
one,  you  are  welcome  to  from  me  for  nothing." 

Multiple's  attention  had  been  more  than  once 
arrested  by  the  \nsitor's  declaration.  He  knew 
his  man,  and  was  sure  that  what  Jack  Brooke 
said  he  meant.  He  listened  painfully  now,  sus- 
pecting what  was  to  come,  and  wishing  he  had 
trusted  his  partner  more  implicitly  in  the  matter 
of  the  bills. 
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"  I  am  not  here  as  a  borrower,  Mr.  Pounder," 
explained  Jack,  "  so  much  as  a  purchaser ;  though 
it  is  quite  possible  I  must  be  the  former  in  order 
to  become  the  latter.  I  wish  to  have  no  reserve, 
but  to  treat  you  with  the  confidence  I  expect  in 
retarn.  You  are  acquainted  with  my  brother, 
Walter  Brooke,  a  subaltern  in  the  Dancing 
Hussars  ?" 

Pounder  glanced  at  the  bull's-eye,  and  detecting 
no  signal  for  a  negative,  affected  to  task  his 
memory  severely  ere  he  replied — 

"  I  think  I  have  the  name  somewhere  on  my 
books.  An  agreeable,  well-informed  young  gen- 
tleman, if  I  remember  right.  I  am  proud  to 
make  the  acquaintance  of  his  brother." 

"He  has  been  here  not  long  ago,"  continued 
Jack,  fixing  his  eyes  on  the  other,  "  and  borrowed 
three  hundred  pounds  of  you  in  this  very  room  on 
a  bill  at  three  months." 

"Three  hundred  pounds  at  three  months," 
repeated  Pounder,  thoughtfully.  "  Very  possibly, 
very  possibly.  You  must  allow  me  to  refer  back. 
I  cannot  carry  these  trifiing  matters  in  my  head, 
but  I  am  very  scrupulous  in  my  entries,  very !" 
To  Multiple's  extreme  vexation,  watching  him 
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through  the  bull's-eye,  he  unlocked  one  of  the 
drawers  beneath  his  hand,  and  produced  a  file  of 
papers,  at  the  top  of  which  was  the  bill  in  question, 
and  its  duplicate. 

Wetting  his  thumb  deliberately,  he  turned  them 
slowly  oyer,  checking  them  off  one  by  one  all  the 
way  through  and  back  again,  till  he  returned  to 
the  document  he  wanted.  Having  thus  gained  a 
few  moments,  dm-ing  which  he  ran  over  some 
complicated  mental  arithmetic,  he  laid  two  papers 
on  the  table  before  him,  and  observed — 

"You  are  right,  Mr.  Brooke.  Quite  correct, 
sir.  Here  is  the  bill  to  which  you  allude.  Ah  ! 
three  months  —  three  hundred.  This,  I  pre- 
sume, is  your  brother's  signatui'e ;  not  very  legible, 
but  enough  for  the  purpose,  and  indorsed  by 
one  De  Kolle,  a  subaltern  officer  in  the  same 
regiment." 

"Mr.  Pounder!"  exclaimed  Jack,  eagerly,  "I 
don't  understand  these  things.  I  don't  profess  to 
be  a  man  of  business.  That  bill  cannot,  I  suppose, 
be  worth  more  than  three  hundred  pounds  at  most. 
"WTiat  shall  I  give  you  to  take  it  away  with  me 
now,  this  moment  ?  Name  your  own  terms ;  I 
will  engage  to  find  means  of  paying  the  price  !" 
VOL.   III.  G 
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Pounder  smiled  blandly,  well  satisfied.  It  would, 
of  course,  be  a  good  stroke  of  business  to  obtain 
the  elder  brother  for  a  debtor  rather  than  the 
younger. 

In  his  own  opinion,  and  he  had  considerable 
sagacity  in  such  matters,  Walter  Brooke's  paper 
was  about  the  least  valuable  with  which  he  was 
concerned.  In  the  matter  of  solvency,  he  rated 
the  hussar  very  little  above  Mr.  Overdue,  while 
here  was  a  substitute  offering  himself  eagerly, 
Avith  "  eldest  son"  written  on  every  feature  and  ap- 
parent in  every  movement.  He  would  have  closed 
gladly  with  the  offer  after  only  the  usual  modest 
reluctance  that  wary  old  men,  as  well  as  prudent 
young  women,  think  well  to  affect  in  accepting  the 
the  fulfilment  of  their  wishes,  when  catching  sight 
of  his  partner's  face  at  its  post  of  observation,  he 
was  discomfited  to  perceive  the  strong  expression 
of  warning  and  disapproval  it  conveyed. 

"  Do  I  quite  understand  you,  Mr.  Brooke  ?"  said 
he,  fidgeting  with  the  papers.  "  Is  it  your  object 
to  take  up  your  brother's  liabilities,  or  are  you  de- 
sirous of  a  further  advance  on  your  joint  security  ?" 
"  I  speak  plain  enough,"  answered  Jack,  shortly. 
"  What  I  want  is  that  bill  of  Walter  Brooke  now 
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lying  beneath  your  band.  How  mucb  less  tban 
three  himdred  will  you  take  for  it  noiv,  at  this 
moment?  That  point  settled,  we  ^-ill  consider 
bow  the  sum  can  be  raised  on  my  personal  security 
afterwards." 

Multiple  still  telegraphed  violently  to  refuse. 
Pounder  was  a  good  deal  puzzled,  not  so  much 
by  the  purchaser's  anxiety,  though  that  was  suffi- 
ciently unaccountable,  as  by  his  partner's  reluctance 
to  dispose,  on  advantageous  terms,  of  what  they 
had  both  reason  to  believe  would  eventually  prove 
a  bad  debt;  and  thinkmg  to  gain  a  little  tune, 
and  perhaps  elucidate  the  mystery,  he  observed 
quietly — 

"  There  are  two  bills  of  Mr.  Walter  Brooke 
here  in  my  possession;  which  of  them  do  you 
propose  to  redeem  ?" 

Multiple  groaned  in  spirit.  Slipping  from  the 
window,  he  stole  softly  to  the  door  and  held  it  ajar, 
uncertain  how  to  act.  Tattersj  already  sharply 
rebuked  for  interference,  dared  not  remonstrate, 
but  Avas  obliged  to  content  himself  with  a  deep, 
angry,  continuous  growl  beneath  his  master's  chair. 

The  blood  flushed  to  Jack's  forehead.  "  Two  of 
them !"    said    he.     "  How  dy'e   mean  ?    I   have 

G  2 


84  THE    BROOKES   OP   BEIDLEMEEE. 

consulted  Walter.     I  am  in  my  brotlier's  confi- 
dence.    There  must  be  something  wrong  here  !" 

"There  must,  indeed,"  answered  Pounder, 
gravely,  and  not  entirely  without  sympathy  for 
the  modest,  guileless  nature  with  which  he  had  to 
deal.  At  Balham  he  would  have  gone  into  his 
cause,  hand-over-head.  Even  here,  in  the  office,  he 
was  sorry  for  him,  though  he  meant  to  accommo- 
date him  with  a  post-obit  just  the  same.  "  I  fear 
there  must  be  something  wrong,  Mr.  Brooke.  If 
you  will  keep  your  dog  quiet,  I  will  detail  the 
circumstances  as  far  as  my  memory  serves  me. 
I  have  the  date  of  your  brother's  last  visit  in  my 
day-book.  Here  it  is.  On  that  occasion  I  cashed 
for  him  one  of  these  bills — the  date  of  which  is  also 
entered — deducting  the  customary  discount ;  a  mere 
trifle  for  accommodation.  Cast  your  eye  down 
that  column  to  the  last  date.  On  that  day,  sir, 
in  the  usual  course  of  business,  I  became  possessed 
of  another  bill  of  your  brother  for  the  same  sum, 
indorsed  by  the  same  party,  and  except  that  it 
seems  to  have  been  drawn  two  days  subsequently, 
an  exact  facsimile  of  the  previous  one.  You  ob- 
serve, therefore,  that  it  would  take  six  hundred 
pounds  to  cover  the  whole  amount  advanced  to 
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Mr.  Walter  Brooke  upon  liis  own  and  his  friend's 
security.  Have  you  any  reason  to  suspect,  sir, 
that  either  of  these  documents  can  have  been 
tampered  with  ?  To  sj)eak  plain  English,  Mr. 
Brooke,  this  business  is  not  entirely  unKke  a  case 
of  forgery." 

Now,  Pounder  had  his  own  reasons  for  thus 
desiring  to  elucidate  the  mystery  that  liung  over 
these  two  bills.  It  was  obvious  that  his  partner 
knew  something  more  about  them  than  was  ap- 
parent on  the  surface  ;  also,  that  he  was  strangely 
anxious  to  keep  them  both  in  his  hands,  as  though 
their  possession  by  another  would  compromise 
himself  or  some  one  in  whom  he  was  interested. 
Not  in  love  alone  is  it  a  wise  maxim  to 

"  Trust  me  all  in  all,  or  not  at  all." 

People  in  the  same  boat  should  row  the  same 
stroke  if  they  w^ould  make  way  against  the  stream. 
Had  Multiple  told  his  partner  candidly  why  he 
wished  to  hold  these  two  documents  in  terrorem 
over  Walter's  head.  Pounder  would  probably  have 
laid  himself  out  on  his  oar  with  his  usual  energy 
and  perseverance.  Now  he  w^as  backing  water 
when  the  other  wanted  him  to  pull.     Nay,  he  was 
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not  unwilling  to  discover  something  to  his  prin- 
cipal's prejudice  that  might  serve  as  a  set-off 
against  the  power  which  heavy  pecuniary  obliga- 
tions, and  a  knowledge  of  one  or  two  transactions 
not  exactly  sanctioned  by  the  laws  of  the  land, 
gave  the  latter  over  himself  This  was  why  he 
hinted  his  suspicions  of  foul  play  to  Jack,  disre- 
garding, as  if  it  were  not  there,  a  white  face  at  the 
door  peering  right  into  the  room,  working  with 
suppressed  anxiety,  entreaty,  and  resentment,  till 
its  expression  was  truly  diabolical. 

On  the  mention  of  the  two  bills,  where  he  only 
expected  to  find  one,  a  horrible  suspicion  had 
glanced  across  Jack  Brooke's  mind.  He  reflected 
on  his  brother's  manner  both  before  and  during  the 
time  of  his  confession  at  Bridlemere ;  on  his  obvious 
mental  suffering  for  a  considerable  period ;  his 
restlessness;  his  irritability;  his  anxiety  about 
trifles,  so  unlike  his  usual  disposition ;  especially 
on  the  agitation  he  betrayed  in  making  an  avowal 
■which,  after  all,  admitted  nothing  more  criminal 
than  the  common  imprudence  of  raising  money  on 
a  bill ;  and  recalling  these  suspicious  symptoms, 
he  shuddered  while  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
there  was  some  gross  fraud  connected  with  this 
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transaction,  of  which  his  brother  was  cognizant,  if, 
indeed,  he  had  not  been  its  originator.  Pounder's 
last  sentence  drove  the  nail  home  to  the  quick. 
Jack  collected  all  his  energies,  and  held  his  breath 
while  he  thought  what  was  best  to  be  done.  There 
was  still  one  hope  left — his  brother's  signature 
might  have  been  imitated  by  some  skilful  forger. 
He  was  angry  with  himself  that  he  could  not  feel 
thoroughly  convinced  this  was  the  case. 

"  May  I  look  at  that  bill  ?"  he  asked  quietly, 
pointing  to  the  uppermost  of  those  which  lay 
beneath  Pounder's  hand. 

"Certainly,"  said  the  latter,  turning  his  eyes 
purposely  from  the  door,  and  spreading  the  docu- 
ment out  on  the  table,  but  keeping  hold  of  it  at 
top  and  bottom  with  both  strong  hands  the  while. 

Jack  studied  it  minutely.  He  could  have  taken 
his  oath  to  his  brother's  signatiu-e ;  with  that  of 
Eagman  de  Kolle  he  was  not  acquainted,  but  he 
examined  it  as  critically  as  a  detective  or  an 
expert.  Kot  a  dash  nor  a  dot  in  that  ofScer's  bold, 
irregular  handwriting  escaped  his  observation. 
"Now  the  other,"  said  he  deliberately,  having 
taken  a  good  five  minutes  to  peruse  the  first. 

Before  complying,  Pounder  locked  the  examined 
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bill  carefully  away  in  a  cbawer.  This  unexpected 
precaution  did  not  escape  the  visitor's  observation, 
and  roused  his  suspicions  to  the  utmost.  Multiple 
breathed  again. 

Still  keeping  his  hand  on  it,  Pounder  spread  the 
second  bill  out  under  Jack's  nose,  who  treated  it 
like  the  first.  Again  there  could  be  no  doubt  of 
his  brother's  handwriting.  He  could  have  sworn 
to  it  here  also ;  but  he  turned  pale  wdien  he  ex- 
amined the  indorsement.  Eagman  de  Eolle's 
name  was  written  feebly,  neatly,  with  far  less 
boldness  and  freedom  than  on  the  other  bill.  Had 
he  but  been  trusted  with  a  full  confession,  Jack 
■would  not  have  suspected  Walter  of  a  heavier  and 
more  dangerous  crime  than  he  liad  really  com- 
mitted. The  conviction  of  his  younger  brother's 
guilt  went  tlu-ough  the  elder  Hke  a  shot.  He 
trembled — he  turned  pale.  His  features  quivered 
from  the  shock.  Then  he  rallied  with  the  very 
peril  of  the  crisis.  Though  a  thousand  thoughts 
of  home,  his  father,  Helen,  Uncle  Ai-chie  chased 
eacli  other  wildly  tln-ough  his  brain,  the  one  idea 
predominated  over  all,  that  Walter  must  be  saved 
at  any  cost,  at  any  sacrifice.  If  he  could  obtain 
possession  of  this  bill  his  brother  would  at  least  be 
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free  from  the  danger  of  detection.  Time  ^\'ould 
be  gained  ;  arrangements  made ;  a  compromise 
effected  ;  but  the  bill  be  must  have ! 

"  I  will  take  it  up,"  said  be,  affecting  careless- 
ness, though  bis  voice  trembled.  "  Hand  it  over. 
I  can  afford  to  pay  for  my  fancy." 

He  bad  resolved  to  accept  any  eventual  loss, 
however  ruinous,  and  would  have  proved,  as 
Pounder's  instincts  told  him,  an  extremely  valu- 
able customer;  but  the  money-lender  did  not 
dare  disobey  bis  partner,  and  shook  his  head  in 
mild  deprecation. 

"  Xot  business,  Mr.  Brooke !"  said  be.  "  Ex- 
cuse me  ;  not  business.  In  matters  of  this  kind  I 
must  consult  the  firm." 

Jack^s  eye  was  on  the  bill — keen,  glittering, 
vigilant — as  it  had  rested  in  merrier  days  on  some 
twisting  cricket-ball  when  he  kept  the  University 
wickets  to  professional  bowling. 

"  I  make  you  a  liberal  offer,"  be  m'ged.  "  Your 
own  terms !" 

"And  I  must  decline  it,"  answered  Pounder 
polite,  but  obviously  determined. 

He  moved  his  hand  as  he  spoke,  probably  with 
the  intention  of  locking  the  coveted  article  out  of 
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siglit,  but  the  practised  wicket-keeper  was  too 
quick  for  him.  Jack  pounced  at  it  like  lightning, 
and  effected  a  brilliant  catch;  still  the  money- 
lender's grasp,  though  a  thought  too  late,  fell  like 
an  iron  fetter  about  his  wrists,  and  he  struggled 
in  vain  to  shake  them  free. 

"Stand  off,  man!"  exclaimed  Jack,  his  spu-its 
rather  than  his  temper  rising  with  the  encounter. 
"  I  WILL  have  it,  I  tell  you !  Upon  my  soul,  I'll 
strike,  if  you  don't  let  go!" 

"Two  can  play  at  that  game,  Mr.  Brooke," 
replied  the  other,  not  entirely  without  a  fierce 
enjoyment  of  his  own  in  the  prospective  "  set-to." 
He  was  a  powerful,  muscular  man,  fond  of  exer- 
cise, and  had  not  engaged  in  what  he  called  "  a 
breather  "  for  years. 

One  or  two  heav}'  lurches,  and  the  knee-hole 
table  across  which  they  wrestled  came  to  the  floor 
with  a  crash.  Pounder's  foot  caught  in  it  as  it 
fell,  and  Jack  was  able  to  free  liis  left  hand,  in 
which,  however,  he  did  not  hold  the  bill.  He  was 
no  less  surprised  than  encouraged  to  find  no  alarm 
given  by  his  antagonist ;  no  cry  for  "  Police !"  no 
indication  of  assistance  being  within  ear-shot- 
His  hopes  rose.     He  would  get  clear  off  with  the 
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bill  after  all ;  but  his  blood  Avas  up,  too,  and  he 
meant  real  fighting  now  if  he  was  opjDosed.  Both 
men  breathed  harder,  fiercer,  and  their  eyes  were 
beginning  to  shine. 

"  Will  you  let  go  ?"  hissed  out  Jack,  savagely, 
between  his  teeth,  while  he  got  his  arm  back  to 
strike. 

"Not  if  I  know  it!"  replied  Pounder,  in  a 
hoarse  whisper,  and  these  were  the  only  words 
that  passed. 

There  was  a  dull,  heavy  sound,  and  the  money- 
lender reeled,  and  lost  his  footing.  Struck  just 
behind  the  temple,  he  felt  his  senses  failing,  and 
everything  in  a  swim  all  round  him.  Neverthe- 
less, he  clung  manfidly  to  his  adversary,  who, 
with  another  blow,  felt  confident  of  getting  clear 
off,  prize  and  all.  His  hand  was  back  to  repeat 
it,  when  a  crash  resounded  in  his  ears,  a  flare  of 
yellow  flame  passed  before  his  eyes,  then  came  a 
dull,  numbed  tingling,  a  sickly  sensation  of  repose 
on  an  inclined  plane  in  the  dark,  and  a  vague, 
peevish  consciousness  of  a  familiar  voice  wander- 
ing about  him,  saying — 

"I  wouldn't  have  believed  they  put  such  good 
horn  into  the  handles  of  these  cotton  umbrellas  !" 


CHAPTER  IV. 
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HE  liandle  of  a  cotton  umbrella,  when 
the  horn  is  really  sound,  may  prove,  on 
occasion,  a  very  efficient  weapon  of 
offence.  Jem  Batters,  amused,  ex- 
cited, intensely  pleased,  witnessed  the  whole  skir- 
mish from  the  post  of  observation  he  had  so 
skilfully  taken  up.  He  saw  Jack  close  M'ith 
Pounder,  and  smiled  in  grim  satisfaction  at  their 
"style,"  as  he  called  it,  when  the  men  ''took 
hold."  He  scarce  repressed  audible  approval  of 
the  masterly  manner  with  which  the  young  Squire, 
whose  face  he  recognised,  delivered  his  left ;  and 
he  did  exclaim  "Foul,  foul,"  loud  and  distinct, 
when  Multiple,  white  and  scowling,  stole  in  behind 
the    successful   combatant,  and,  glancing   vainly 
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here  and  there  for  a  weapon,  seized  his  partner's 
umbrella  to  lay  open  a  good  four  inches  of  Jack 
Brooke's  head,  dropping  him  prostrate  and  sense- 
less at  his  feet.  All  this,  I  say,  he  saw  to  the 
best  advantage ;  yet,  perhaps,  had  the  partners 
been  aware  they  were  thus  overlooked,  their  con- 
sultation, huiTied  and  frightened  as  it  was,  would 
have  been  more  hurried  and  frightened  still. 

Multiple,  though  he  affected  a  brutal  careless- 
ness while  he  praised  the  strength  of  the  umbrella, 
looked  down  on  his  work  a  minute  afterwards 
with  intense  confusion  and  dismay.  Pounder's 
hard  head,  indeed,  soon  recovered  the  knock  it 
liad  sustained ;  but  his  adversary  lay  senseless  on 
the  carpet,  face  foremost,  where  he  fell,  with  a 
dark  stream  winding  slowly,  slowly,  from  his 
brown  hair  along  the  floor ;  and  Tatters,  who  had 
barked  furiously  through  the  conflict,  unnoticed 
by  either  of  the  men,  though  he  made  his  teeth 
meet  in  Pounder's  boot,  sitting  on  end  at  his 
master's  side,  lamenting  him  in  a  series  of  loud, 
dismal,  and  long-protracted  howls. 

"  It's  a  devil  of  a  mess,"  said  Pounder,  panting 
for  breath,  and  wiping  the  perspiration  off  his  face 
while  he  slowly  recovered  the  effect  of  his  exer- 
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tions.  "  He's  a  right  good  man,  though  !  I  don't 
Ivnow  I  ever  had  hold  of  so  good  a  man  at  the 
weight.  I  think  I  could  have  tackled  him  by 
myself,  too,  I  was  coming  round  again  when  you 
interfered  between  us.  You  must  have  hit  un- 
common hard,  Mr.  Multiple.  See !  you've  broke 
my  new  umbrella  all  to  shivers.  Well,  we  must 
bring  him  to,  and  hush  the  whole  thing  up  the 
best  way  we  can." 

So  speaking,  Pounder  bent  over  the  body  of  his 
late  antagonist,  and  lifted  his  head  from  the  floor 
to  inspect  the  injuries  he  had  received. 

"  Why,  he  don't  move !"  exclaimed  the  ■  acting 
partner  in  great  consternation.  "  Quick,  Mr. 
Midtiple !  Water,  water,  for  the  love  of  heaven  ! 
There's  a  ewer  somewhere  in  the  front  parlour. 
This  is  a  bad  business — a  bad  business,  I  fear !" 

Multiple's  face  was  ghastly  white,  and  he 
trembled  visibly  ;  but  there  was  something  of  the 
beast  of  prey  even  in  his  fear,  and  he  looked  the 
murderer  he  might  have  become,  while  he  whis- 
pered huskily,  "  Better  make  sure.  Help  me  to 
make  sure,  Pounder,  and  put  him  out  of  the  way 
for  good  and  all !" 

He   quailed  beneath  the    other    man's    look. 
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There  was  in  it  contempt,  defiance,  menace ;  the 
indignation  of  a  bold  nature  at  a  coward's  cruelty ; 
the  warning  flash  of  a  long-repressed  spirit  that 
seemed  to  say,  "  Have  a  care !  3Iy  blood  is  up, 
too,  and  it  ^vould  take  but  little  to  make  me  lay 
you  there  beside  him  with  a  blow !" 

In  that  moment  each  man  felt  how  much  he 
hated  the  other ;  but  Pounder's  sphit  was,  for  the 
time,  in  the  ascendant ;  and  when  he  imperiously 
repeated  his  command  to  go  for  water,  the  other 
slunk  from  the  room  like  a  beaten  hound. 

At  his  return,  they  propped  the  sufferer  to  the 
best  of  theu-  abilities,  doing  all  that  Pounder's 
experience  suggested  to  restore  consciousness, 
though  in  vain.  Jack  breathed,  indeed,  but  it 
was  with  a  heavy,  stentorious  snore,  and  he  gave 
no  other  signs  of  vitality  whatever. 

"  This  will  never  do,  Mr.  Multiple,"  exclaimed 
his  partner,  after  a  last,  unavailing  effort.  "  The 
man  will  die'  if  we  can't  get  a  doctor  to  him.  This 
is  something  more  than  a  common  crack  on 'the 
head.  Stop  a  moment,  sir ;  there's  a  surgeon  lives 
next  door.  I'm  sure  of  it,  for  I  knew  a  lad  taken 
there  from  a  cab-accident  last  winter.  We  must 
carry  him  in  directly.     I  see  nothing  else  for  it." 
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"It'll  blow  the  whole  thing,"  said  the  other, 
unwillingly.  "What  a  fool  you  were,  Pounder, 
to  show  him  the  bill !" 

"  Not  so  bad  as  if  he  died  in  our  hands,"  ex- 
postulated his  partner.  "  How  should  you  like  a 
coroner's  inquest,  Mr.  Multiple?  and  a  jury  to 
view  the  premises  ?  and  you  and  me  shifting  from 
the  dock  to  the  witness-box,  according  to  which 
could  most  criminate  the  other  ?  I  tell  you,  if  he 
dies,  that  umbrella  would  hang  either  of  us  or 
both !" 

He  must  have  hated  him  very  sincerely,  or  he 
never  could  have  taken  such  delight  in  his  con- 
federate's discomfiture,  being  himself  in  an 
equally  perilous  situation. 

Multiple  was  quite  unnerved.  The  cold  sweat 
stood  on  his  face,  and  his  teeth  chattered,  but  his 
cunning  did  not  forsake  him,  and  dipping  his 
handkerchief  in  the  pool  on  the  carpet,  he  smeared 
the  edge  of  the  passage  steps  carefully  with  blood. 
"  We  must  call  it  a  fit.  Pounder,"  said  he,  "  and 
get  somebody  to  swear  he  was  subject  to  them. 
You  must  hide  the  umbrella  away  carefully,  and 
take  an  opportunity  of  destroying  it  unseen.  Let 
us  have  our  story  perfect,  my  good  friend,  that  we 
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may  both  tell  the  same.  A  client  comes  in  whom 
you  don't  know.  You  can  swear  you  never  saw 
him  before;  so,  of  course,  you  don't  know  him. 
He  seems  labouring  under  excitement,  and  is 
incoherent  in  his  talk.  You  are  used  to  people 
being  incoherent  in  their  talk  when  they  Avant  to 
borrow  money.  This  will  raise  a  laugh,  and  that 
is  always  in  your  favour.  Seeing  the  man  so 
excited,  you  endeavour  to  dissuade  him  from 
entering  on  business  till  he  is  cooler,  and  entreat 
him  to  call  again.  He  leaves  you  in  a  towering- 
passion,  misses  his  footing  on  the  slippery  oilcloth 
outside,  and  falls  with  the  back  of  his  head  against 
the  edge  of  the  top  stej),  which  inflicts  the  fatal 
injury.  For  a  few  minutes  you  are  paralysed, 
and  know  not  how  to  act.  Then  you  remember 
your  medical  friend  next  door,  and  seek  assistance 
to  carry  him  in.  I  need  not  appear  at  all.  Or, 
.stay,  I  am  passing  by  at  that  moment.  You 
know  me,  though  not  intimately,  and  entreat  me 
to  help  you.  I  comply,  as  any  Christian  would. 
I  am  on  the  Continent,  travelling  from  place  to 
place,  address  very  uncertain.  My  evidence  would 
be  quite  superfluous.  I  need  not  even  be  called." 
Pounder  smiled  grimly.  It  was  his  partner  all 
VOL.   III.  H 
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over ;  but  lie  felt  to  fear  him  less  now  than  he  had 
done  for  many  months.  He  was  himself  very 
callous  to  personal  apprehension,  and  it  was  worth 
a  considerable  risk  to  have  gained,  by  the  events 
of  the  last  half-hour,  so  strong  a  hold  over  one 
who  had  long  had  him  in  his  power.  A  fair  up- 
standing tussle,  too,  with  a  man  of  his  own 
strength  and  weight,  had  done  him  a  world  of 
good.  Altogether,  Pounder  felt  more  like  what 
he  was  at  Balham,  though  conscious  at  the  same 
time  of  being  mixed  up  with  a  very  awkward 
catastrophe  in  the  Strand. 

"  While  the  story  is  making,"  said  he,  with  a 
certain  sardonic  humour,  "the  subject  of  it  will 
die,  unless  we  bestir  ourselves  pretty  smartly. 
Here !  catch  hold  of  that  cloth.  Put  it  over  his 
face.  No  need  that  everybody  should  see  it, 
going  from  one  door  to  the  other.  Wait  Avhile  I 
lift  his  shoulders.  Now  help  me  with  the  legs. 
By  Jove,  what  a  fine-made  chap  he  is  !  D — n  it, 
man,  don't  hurt  the  dog !" 

Multiple  had  inflicted  a  savage  kick  upon  poor 
Batters,  A\ho  resented  interference  with  the  lower 
part  of  his  master's  body.  Nothing  daunted,  the 
terrier  would  have  made  at  him  again,  but  some- 
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thing  seemed  to  remind  him  all  at  once  that  this 
was  no  time  for  bickerinir,  and  he  fell  in  with  the 
mournful  procession,  Avalking  peacefully  behind 
the  bearers  and  their  burden,  utterly  dejected  and 
forlorn. 

The  partners  paused  in  the  passage  wliile  one 
ran  out  to  knock  at  the  neighbouring  door,  and 
returned  quickly  to  his  task.  No  need,  as  Pounder 
said,  that  they  should  stand  longer  in  the  street 
than  they  could  help.  The  precaution,  thougli 
judicious,  was  unnecessary.  There  was  but  one 
solitary  passenger,  an  ill-looking  fellow  in  a 
shabby  velveteen  coat,  to  witness  then-  proceed- 
ings, and  he  seemed  quite  unconscious  of  their 
presence.  He  could  have  found  out,  indeed, 
nothing  he  did  not  know  before,  however  closely 
he  had  scanned  them ;  but  whatever  his  object 
might  be,  his  interest  seemed  chiefly  centered  in 
a  sack  carried  beneath  his  arm. 

When  Miss  Prince's  door  was  opened,  however, 
by  the  astonished  maid-of-all-work.  Pounder,  look- 
ino;  back  for  the  doir,  observed  the  street  was 
empty,  and  Tatters  was  gone. 

The  consternation  created  throughout  the  whole 
establishment   by   this  startling   arrival  may   be 

II  2 
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easily  imagined.  The  maid-of-all-work,  not  sub- 
ject to  fainting  fits  unless  when  excited  by  drink, 
and  debarred  therefore  from  the  resource  of  a  good, 
hopeless,  helpless  s\yoon,  screamed  lustily,  tapping 
the  flooi-  with  alternate  feet,  as  though  dancing  on 
hot  plates  of  iron.  Her  shrieks  brought  Miss 
Prince  to  the  landing  on  the  stairs,  who  stood  there 
for  at  least  a  minute,  speechless,  spell-bound,  hold- 
ing up  her  gloved  hands  in  an  attitude  of  over- 
whelming horror  and  consternation.  She  had 
scarcely  made  her  appearance  in  this  tragic  cha- 
racter, ere  Jane  rushed  from  the  upper  floor  with 
her  cap-ribbons  flaunting  behind  her,  and  Dot 
clinging  to  her  skirts.  Having  left  her  younger 
charges  safe,  though  insubordinate,  in  the  nursery, 
she  was  less  disposed  than  the  others  to  put  an 
alarming  construction  on  the  disturbance,  and 
expressed  her  opinion  audibly,  and  with  strong 
marks  of  disapproval,  that  it  was  "  only  a  drunken 
man,  some  friend  of  the  lodger!  and  what  busi- 
ness had  they  to  bring  him  in  here  ?" 

Mrs.  George  was  engaged  on  a  shopping  expedi- 
tion Avith  her  husliand,  unfortunately  for  Miss 
Prince,  who  would  otherwise  have  fallen  back 
literally  and  metapliorieally  on  the  assistance  of 
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her  pupil.  The  strong,  white  arms  would  have 
supported,  and  the  ample  person  sheltered  the 
poor  little  governess,  while  J^Frs.  George's  habits  of 
command  and  tendency  to  take  the  entire  manage- 
ment of  everything  and  everybody  al)out  her, 
would  have  been  invaluable  in  a  crisis  like  the 
present.  Seeing,  however,  that  she  was  cheapen- 
ing calico  as  far  ofl'  as  Eegcnt  Street,  it  was  no 
use  wishing  for  her.  Philip,  of  course,  was  at  his 
business  ;  but,  fortunately,  the  most  important 
person  of  all,  viz..  Doctor  Blair,  was  within. 

I  believe  it  was  Dot's  voice,  rather  than  any 
unusual  sounds  in  the  hall,  that  brought  him  out 
of  his  little  laboratory  in  the  back  jjarlour.  As 
his  gaunt  figure  emerged  from  that  retreat,  it 
came  in  contact  with  Pounder's  broad  back,  and 
looking  over  that  stalwart  bearer's  head,  the  doctor 
perceived  at  once  that  some  serious  accident,  re- 
quiring his  professional  assistance,  must  liave  taken 
place.  Blair's  eccentricities  were  chiefly  apparent 
when  oif  duty.  A  call  to  action  seemed  to  dispel 
them  at  once  ;  and  when  his  professional  instincts 
were  in  the  ascendant,  he  could  behave  like  other 
people.  With  a  glance  at  Dot,  to  make  sure  her 
precious  safety  was  in  no  way  compromised,  for 
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the  cliild's  curly  locks  and  round  astonislied  eyes 
were  sufficiently  conspicuous  in  tlie  throng,  he 
whipped  his  coat  ofif,  turned  up  his  shirt-sleeves, 
and  pushed  Pounder  aside  from  his  place  at  the 
sufferer's  shoulders,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

"  In  here,  mon !  in  here,"  said  he,  partly  pulling 
the  body,  and  partly  hustling  the  bearers  into  the 
front  parlour,  which  constituted  Philip  Stoney's 
bedroom.  "  There'll  no'  be  a  toom  space  to  dandle 
a  cat  in  yon  bit  Ijox,  where  I  keep  my  mstruments. 
Come  in  ben,  mon,  and  lay  the  puir  thing  on  the 
bed.  See  till  I  tak'  the  cloth  off,  an'  Pll  sune 
redd  liim  up,  'gin  he  be  na  clean  past  the  joiner's 
skill.  Ay,  ay,  it's  been  a  gay  clean  lick  yon! 
I've  seen  a  mon  clinkit  doun  on  the  stanes  as  deed's 
a  'nit  wi'  less !" 

Talking  the  whole  time,  he  stripped  the  covering 
from  off  Jack's  face,  propped  him  gently  on  the 
pillows,  carefully  laying  clean  towels  beneath  his 
still  bleeding  head,  applied  restoratives  which,  to 
a  certain  extent,  acted  at  once,  snipped  away  the 
brown  locks  matted  now  with  blood,  and  did  every- 
thing that  surgery  and  sympathy  together  could 
;;iccomplish  for  the  recovery  of  the  patient ;  but  in 
all  his  evolutions,  and   notwithstanding  that  his 
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attention  seemed  completely  engrossed  with  the 
task,  he  contrived  to  interpose  his  person  between 
liis  two  visitors  and  the  door. 

,  "  Bide  a  wee,"  said  the  doctor,  with  a  hitch  of  his 
gaunt  body  in  the  way,  as  Multiple  tried  to  sidle 
quietly  past,  and  make  his  escape  unobserved. 
''  Bide  a  wee,  mon,  or  we  ken  if  the  lad's  deed  or 
alive.  Hey !  tak'  yon  bason,  an'  haud  it  here,  the 
lieight  o'  my  knee.  Catch  hold  o'  yon  bit  napkin. 
Canny,  mon !  Canny !  I'm  sayin' !  Though  it's 
joiner's  wark,  ye  ken,  it's  no'  a  mantlepiece  ye're 
mendin',  but  a  men's  heed !" 

Thus  did  Doctor  Blair  skilfully  contrive  to  keep 
3Iultiple  within  reach ;  nor  was  it  until  his  expe- 
rience had  been  satisfied  life  was  not  positively 
endangered,  that  he  relaxed  his  vigilance  to  inquire, 
in  a  franker  and  less  suspicious  tone,  the  origin  of 
the  accident. 

Pounder  told  then'  story  as  agreed  upon.  He 
>vas  unable,  he  said,  to  identify  the  gentleman ; 
their  conversation  had  been  exceedingly  short,  and 
confined  to  business  matters.  The  gentleman 
seemed  flushed  and  excited.  He  had,  himself,  re- 
marked a  slrange,  sleepy  expression  in  the  eye ;  so 
much  so,  that  he  suggested  they  should  defer  any- 
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thing  conclusive  to  a  second  interview.  The  gentle- 
man walked  out  hurriedly,  Pounder  should  say, 
under  great  excitement.  No  sooner  was  he  in  the 
passage,  than  he  fell  with  a  heavy  crash,  cutting 
his  head  against  the  steji.  He  might  have  slipped, 
for  the  oilcloth  was  very  slippery ;  but  Pounder 
was  inclined  to  think  he  had  a  fit  of  some  sort, 
and  no  doubt  he  was  subject  to  them. 

To  this  lucid  statement  Doctor  Blah-  listened 
very  attentively,  making  only  a  strange  grimace 
at  the  mention  of  the  word  "  fit ;"  then  he  turned 
sharp  round  on  Multiple,  and  asked  if  he  knew  any- 
thing of  the  other  gentleman,  or  the  young  man 
whom  they  both  brought  in  ? 

jMultiple  knew  the  other  gentleman  slightly ; 
had  made  his  acquaintance  in  the  City ;  believed 
liim  to  be  a  most  respectable  man ;  was  j^assing 
the  door  by  chance  at  the  time  of  this  deplorable 
accident,  and  rendered  what  little  assistance  he 
could,  as  a  matter  of  course.  With  regard  to  the 
sufferer,  really  could  not  speak  positively.  It  was 
difficult  to  identify  features  when  in  that  state  of 
collapse.  Mr.  Blair's  professional  experience  (he 
believed  he  had  the  pleasure  of  speaking  to  Mr. 
Blair — he   begged   i)ardon,  Doctor  Blair).     Well, 
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Doctor  Blair's  professional  experience  knew  this 
better  than  lie  did,  and  that  he  had  professional 
experience  was  obvious  from  his  skilful  treatment 
of  the  patient,  now,  he  hoped,  in  a  fair  way  of 
recovery.  They  wore  both  much  indebted  to  him 
for  his  kindness,  and  the  other  gentleman  would 
take  care  that  any  expenses  incurred  should  bo 
repaid.  He  was  not  staying  in  town  himself,  and 
was  even  at  the  present  moment  very  much  en- 
gaged, and  desirous  to  be  off. 

The  Doctor  supposed  that  he  "  had  gotten  a  name 
and  an'  address,  like  other  folk." 

Certainly,  his  name  was  Francis.  John  Francis, 
Esq.,  Pavilion  Hotel,  Folkestone.  He  Avas  only  in 
London  for  the  day ;  and,  indeed,  was  about  to 
return  to  the  Continent  forthwith. 

All  this  sounded  plausible  enough.  Blair,  though 
not  quite  satisfied,  was  forced  to  content  himself 
with  it.  There  seemed  no  pretext  for  attributing 
foul  play  to  either  of  these  geiitlemon ;  no  suffi- 
cient reason  for  placing  the  affair  in  the  hands  of 
the  police.  He  did  not  think  much  of  the  last 
speaker,  with  his  flashy  dress  and  pretentious  man- 
ners ;  but  even  if  the  patient's  injuries  should  take 
a  fatal  tmm,  the  other  party  would  be  forthcoming, 
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no  doubt.  He  knew  the  other  party  by  sight,  as 
a  householder  next  door.  Being  a  lodger  himself, 
Mr.  Blair  had  great  faith  m  the  respectability  of 
householders.  The  name,  he  now  ascertained,  was 
Pounder.  Well,  he  must  look  to  Mr.  Pounder,  in 
the  event  of  an  inquiry  becoming  necessary. 
What  he  did  not  like  in  the  business  was,  the 
suggestion  of  a  fit ;  and  he  kept  muttering,  in  a 
jerking,  uncomfortable  sort  of  way,  "  Fett,  indeed ! 
Pett !  Whatna  like  fetts  yon,  to  cut  a  gash  in  a 
mon's  occiput  'hree  inches  long,  and  as  deep  as  a 
dyke-back  ?  Weel,  weel,  there's  some  would  ha' 
redded  him  up  waur  nor  Andrew  Blair.  I  ken  fine 
the  ,way  to  clout  a  broken  heed,  wha  but  me  ?  I've 
sat  an'  sorted  them  by  twanties.  It  was,  ay, 
'■  Whaur's  Blau-  ?  I'm  wantan'  Blair.  Kin  for 
Doctor  Blair?' 

"  Cows'  milk  an'  mares'  milk. 
An'  every  beast  that  bears  milk, 
Between  Saint  Johnstoun  and  Dundee, 
Come  a'  to  me — come  a'  to  me." 

Thenhetm-ned  to  Pounder  and  told  him  point-blank 
that  he  should  hold  him  accountable  for  the  whole 
transaction,  both  to  the  friends  of  the  patient  and 
to  the  public,  should  any   inquiries  be  hereafter 
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instituted — a  responsibility  which  the  money-lender 
gladly  accepted,  feeling  he  was  thus  further  neu- 
tralizing the  obligations  that  existed  between  his 
partner  and  himself. 

As  soon  as  Jack  had  been  made  pretty  com- 
fortable on  PhiHp  Stoney's  bed,  though  he  had  not 
yet  recovered  consciousness,  Pounder  took  his  leave, 
IMultiple  having  departed  directly  he  could  do  so 
without  appearing  too  unfeeling.  Blair  then  pro- 
ceeded up-stairs  to  reconcile  Miss  Prince  to  this 
invasion  of  her  premises,  and  found  that  little  lady 
in  a  towering  passion,  at  least  for  her.  In  any  one 
of  less  equable  temper,  it  Mould  have  been  but 
mild  disapproval.  "  She  had  no  notion,"  she  said, 
"  of  her  house  being  turned  into  an  hosj)ital.  Why 
(hdn't  they  take  the  poor  thing  to  the  hospital,  or  the 
public-house,  or  the  workhouse,  or  somewhere? 
and  she  was  sm-prised  at  Doctor  Blair,  that  she  was ; 
so  inconsiderate.  She  should  have  thought  he  knew 
better  ;  that  she  should  !" 

The  doctor  was  not  unskilled  in  the  very  rudi- 
ments of  his  profession,  nor  ignorant  how  the 
gentle  sex  may  be  most  readily  brought  round, 
under  anythmg  like  discomposure  or  vexation. 
He  was  well  aware  that  in  such  cases  it  is  sound 
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practice  to  eschew  arguraeut,  soothe  irritation,  and 
stimulate  curiosity. 

"  Miss  Prince,"  said  he,  with  a  certain  pomp 
that  he  had  found  imposed  successfully  on  his 
landlady,  "  I've  no'  got  to  be  told  the  day  that 
ye're  mair  a  Samauritan  than  a  Londoner. 
I'm  no'  sayin'  but  yon  lad  in  the  front  j^arlour 
may  ha'  fall'n  among  thieves.  There's  a  mystery 
somewhere,  my  good  leddy,  an'  a  pirn  it'll  tak' 
time  to  unwind.  A  bonny  lad,  he  is,  too,  an'  an 
awfu'  clink  he's  gotten  in  his  brain-pan,  if  brains 
he  behove  to  have  like  you  an'  me.  Pairfect  quiet, 
mem,  an'  a  good  sleep,  once  he's  sensible,  may 
bring  him  round  ;  but  it's  a  doubtful  case,  my  good 
leddy ;  a  doubtful  case ;  an'  I  would  like  weel  to 
get  your  opinion  'gin  ye  would  step  douu,  an'  tak' 
a  look  of  him.  Ye're  a  quiet  body,  Miss  Prince, 
an'  your  foot  falls  as  light  as  a  fairy's." 

Could  any  woman,  especially  any  little  woman, 
exulting  in  the  airy  proportions  of  her  figure,  and 
secretly  proud  of  her  feet,  resist  such  a  proposal, 
so  beautifully  put  ? 

Miss  Prince  smiled  blandly,  nay  affectionately, 
in  her  tall  lodger's  face,  and  followed  him  down- 
stairs like  a  middle-aged  'sylph.     It  needed  but 
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one  peep  into  the  front  parlour,  where  Jack  Brooke 
lay,  to  convert  her  feelings  of  disapproval  into  the 
warmest  sympathy.  She  saw  a  towel  steeped  in 
blood  on  the  floor,  a  long  figure  prostrate  on  the 
bed,  a  scatter  of  brown  hair  and  another  red-stained 
cloth  on  the  pillow  ;  and  though  she  sickened  and 
trembled,  while  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  the  brave 
little  woman  ^\hispered  her  readiness  to  remain  all 
day,  if  necessary,  at  her  post,  as  nm-se  to  the 
sufferer. 

This,  however,  was  by  no  means  Blair's  object. 
Having  Avon  her  over  so  judiciously,  he  was  now 
only  anxious  to  get  her  out  of  the  room,  and  Aliss 
Prince  went  up-stairs  "  all  of  a  twitter,"  as  she  ob- 
served, without  identifying  Jack  Brooks ;  having 
seen,  indeed,  nothing  of  him  but  his  blood  and 
the  back  of  his  bandaged  head. 

Doctor  Blair,  though,  had  risen  fifty  per  cent, 
in  his  landlady's  good  opinion  with  the  events  of 
the  morning.  "  Such  a  slvilful  operator,  my  dear," 
as  she  afterwards  observed  to  Mrs.  George  Stoney, 
in  furnishing  a  confidential  report  of  all  that  had 
taken  place.  "'  Xot  that  I  saw  him  at  work,  of 
course ;  but  his  manipulation,  I  understand,  is 
considered  by  the  profession  perfection.     And  so 
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gentlemanly  -with  it.  Eeminds  me  of  my  poor 
uncle — military,  you  know ;  and  such  a  fine  figure 
of  a  mau  !  but  affable  to  a  degree.  I'm  sure 
when  he  came  to  take  the  lodgings  I'd  no  idea. 
It  only  shows  how  people  may  be  deceived.  I  do 
assure  you,  Isabella,  when  he  took  me  down  to 
the  poor  young  man's  room,  and  I  saw  the  ban- 
dages and  the  blood,  and  all,  on  the  floor,  I  felt, 
if  I  hadn't  had  such  entire  confidence  in  him, 
both  professionally  and  as  a  perfect  gentleman,  I 
must  have  dropped.  It's  been  quite  an  adventm-e, 
dear,  hasn't  it?  But  we  mustn't  make  a  noise 
talking,  as  our  good  doctor  pronounces  that  perfect 
quiet — with  skilful  treatment  and  nourishing  food, 
of  course — but  that  perfect  quiet  is  indispensable 
for  recovery." 

From  IMiss  Prince's  raptures  it  may  be  gathered 
that  her  scientific  lodger  had  made  a  rapid  and 
effectual  conquest  of  liis  landlady,  and  had  gained 
in  a  few  minutes  what  she  would  have  termed  a 
large  share  of  her  esteem.  The  only  intimation, 
however,  she  vouchsafed  him  of  tliis  favourable 
state  of  feeling  was  a  mild  request  that  he  would 
partake  of  their  family  tea  up-stairs,  in  Mrs. 
Stoney's  sitting-room,  at  seven  o'clock — an  invita- 
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tion  Avhieb  suited  the  doctor  remarkably  well, 
inasmuch  as  lie  was  at  that  moment  meditatiug 
the  removal  of  his  patient,  by  means  of  his  own 
strong  arms  and  the  stout  maid-of-all- work's  help, 
to  his  bedroom  on  the  drawing-room  floor,  which 
he  would  vacate  for  a  shake-down  in  the  sitting- 
room  adjoining,  and  where  he  could  have  him 
under  his  o"\\'n  hourly  surveillance,  especially 
dm-ing  the  night.  Doctor  Blau-  was  a  gTcat  man 
for  "  watching  a  case,"  exemplifying  the  necessity 
of  such  \agilance  by  the  following  metaphor  : — 

"  The  whole  art  of  surgery,  an'  the  pharma- 
copoeia to  boot,  's  just  a  bung  in  a  bar'].  Gin  ye 
dinna  want  the  bar'l  wasted,  ye'll  keep  your  eye 
on  the  bung ;  aince  it's  oot,  there's  nae  mair  drink 
till  the  neist  brewin'." 

Jack  Brooke  then  lay,  all  unconscious,  outside 
Philip  Stoney's  bed  ;  and  the  latter,  plodding  on. 
column  after  column,  with  laborious  pen,  little 
dreamed  that  his  daily  life  was  again  to  be  inter- 
woven with  associations  he  loved  so  dearly  for 
Helen's  sake.  Ser  brother !  Could  he  have 
guessed  the  truth,  I  question  if  the  clerk's  ac- 
counts would  have  come  right  that  day,  if  correct 
orders  would   have  been   given  to  travellers  or 
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liglit  porters,  and  necessary  letters  written  without 
mistakes  by  post-time.  Business  men  are  some- 
times in  love,  too ;  but  it  is  not  a  business  trans- 
action :  and  I  w  ould  rather  myself  take  a  clerk 
who  had  been  married  a  few  years,  and  w'as 
familiar  with  the  blessing,  than  one  on  the  eve  of 
entering  the  holy  state. 

Pliilip  Stoney  had  tried  hard  to  shake  off  the 
influence  of  his  dream,  and  succeeded  as  a  right- 
thinking,  resolute  man  always  does  succeed ;  but 
though  the  vision  had  departed,  there  was  a  faded 
and  reflected  light  still  left.  He  was  not  happier 
— far  from  it ;  but  he  was  better ;  wiser,  sadder, 
quieter,  but  indubitably  better  ;  and  this,  I  think, 
is  usually  the  effect  wrought  on  a  noble  nature  by 
deep  sorrow  of  the  heart.  It  suffers  in  silence, 
and  therefore,  Avhile  it  suffers,  it  reflects.  Joy 
makes  her  favourites  genial,  frank,  high-spirited, 
and  out-spoken  ;  but  grief  teaches  her  pupils 
purity,  sympathy,  self-sacrifice,  and  trust.  Her 
lessons  are  hard  indeed  to  learn,  and  harder  to 
forget ;  but  I  think  they  will  not  leave  us  with 
the  rest  of  our  education ;  and  when  we  have 
done  with  the  training  of  the  body  and  the  teach- 
ing of  the  intellect,  we  shall  find  they  were  the 
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tnie  schooling  of  the  souh  Phihp's  early  life 
had  fitted  him  as  well  to  obtain  mastery  over  self 
as  to  battle  Avith  the  world.  Habits  of  business 
form,  perhaps,  the  best  of  all  mere  physical 
groundworks  on  which  to  build  up  a  character  of 
self-reliance  and  self-restraint,  producing,  as  they 
seldom  fail  to  do,  a  tendency  to  close  reasoning 
and  constant  mental  supervision.  That  system  of 
"  taking  stock "  is  a  wonderful  up-rooter  of  false 
ideas,  a  wonderful  leveller  of  self-conceit.  A  man 
who  is  exact  in  trifles  will  seldom  deceive  himself 
in  important  matters,  just  as  the  reckoner  who 
adds  his  pence  up  correctly  is  little  liable  to  make 
mistakes  when  he  reaches  the  column  that  sets 
forth  the  pounds. 

An  athlete  of  mere  average  energy  may  easily 
overtax  his  muscles  to  the  detriment  of  his  mind. 
Excess  of  physical  exertion,  even  when  beneficial 
to  the  frame,  robs  the  brain  of  that  mysterious 
fluid  which  constitutes  its  motive  power,  and  for 
which  science  has  yet  to  find  a  name,  so  that 
while  body  and  mind  act  and  react  on  each  other 
with  surprising  fidelity,  the  grosser  slave  of  the 
two  is  extremely  prone  to  fail  his  fellow-Morkmau 
should  he  find  his  share  of  the  labour   one  jot 
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more  than  he  considers  his  due.  The  youth  who 
turns  his  attention  to  becoming  a  wrestler  will, 
even  if  he  succeeds  in  his  ambition,  never  be 

more  than 

;,   "  The  best  wrestler  on  the  gi-een ;" 

and  the  gymnasium,  with  all  its  advantages,  is  not 
the  best  school  from  which  to  turn  out  a  truly 
successful  man, 

A  liberal  education,  as  it  is  called,  on  the  other 
hand,  confined  far  too  exclusively  to  the  orna- 
ments of  literature,  is  prone  to  produce  nothing 
better  than  a  mere  elegant  scholar,  whose  very 
studies  have  taught  him  to  relish  those  luxuries  of 
the  intellect  which  waste  and  enervate  the  cha- 
racter, just  as  stimulants  sap  and  destroy  the 
frame.  He  may  write  a  pleasing  romance,  per- 
haps, or  a  fine  poem,  but  he  will  not  be  found  in 
the  front  rank  of  those  who  further  the  good  work 
with  hand  and  brain.  He'will  neither  be  a  great 
statesman,  a  great  soldier,  a  great  orator,  philo- 
sopher, discoverer,  or  philanthropist.  To  be  great, 
requires  not  only  the  comprehensive  mind  that 
embraces  the  Avidest  views,  but  also  the  keen 
perception  that  detects  the  slightest  flaw,  the 
orderly  exactitude  that  pays  scrupulous  attention 
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to  details.  A  bad  man  of  business  is  never  'a 
really  good  man  at  an}i:bing  in  tbe  world. 

Helen's  training,  too,  like  that  of  Philip,  bad 
during  ber  earlier  years  been  of  a  kind  to  elevate 
ber  out  of  self.  Thougb  an  only  daughter,  living 
witb  a  father  and  two  brothers,  she  bad  not  been 
subject  to  the  over-indulgence  such  a  position 
usually  entails.  Her  father's  calls  on  her  time 
and  patience  had  served  to  teach  ber  tbe  bard 
lesson  very  soon,  and  she  had  profited  by  it. 

Tbe  last  person  Helen  ever  thought  of  was 
Miss  Brooke  ;  and  now,  in  her  great  sorrow,  this 
habit,  eugrained  in  ber  nature,  of  considering 
others  before  herself,  alone  enabled  ber  to  bear 
tbe  daily  trials  of  tbe  present,  and  to  face  tbe 
gloomy  perspective  of  the  future. 

There  was  one  indulgence,  however,  notwith- 
standing her  fortitude,  to  which  Helen  clung  with 
strange  pertinacity.  It  was  her  afternoon  walk, 
when  she  was  dismissed  attendance  on  ber  father 
during  the  hour  or  two  of  his  customary  slumber. 

Wet  or  dry,  she  scarcely  ever  missed  it  now ; 
and  the  servants  at  Bridlemere,  taking  note, 
according  to  custom,  and  discussing  mth  great 
freedom  their  young  lady's  doings,  though  they 

I  2 
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wondered  that  slie  always  took  tlie  same  direction, 
agreed  that  "she  looked  very  peaking,  poor 
thing ;  and  the  walk,  no  doubt,  did  her  a  world  of 
good !" 

Even  the  Squire,  feeble  as  he  was,  and  en- 
crossed  with  the  new  medicine  that  was  to  restore 
his  failing  powers  so  miraculously,  found  time  to 
observe  Helen's  altered  looks,  and  found  fault, 
with  the  irritability  of  self-reproach,  because  she 
was  so  pale. 

On  the  very  day  that  Jack  had  gone  up  to 
London  in  secresy — nay,  at  the  very  hour  when 
he  was  lying  unconscious  on  Philip  Stoney's  bed, 
and  Blair  was  making  arrangements  to  move  that 
fine  helpless  form  up-stairs  to  his  own,  the  Squire 
was  croaking  out  a  feeble  remonstrance  on  liis 
daughter's  habit  of  sitting  brooding  with  her  fixce 
so  near  the  fire. 

"  It  burns  every  atom  of  colour  off  your  cheek, 
Helen,"  he  quavered  out,  as  angrily  as  if  depre- 
cating some  loss  of  property,  or  injury  to  himself; 
"  and  you  will  be  the  only  Brooke,  from  old 
Dorcas  downwards,  ever  known  to  wear  a  pale 
face.  In  my  time,  young  people  didn't  use  to  sit 
moping  over  the  fire  all  tlie  best  part  of  a  spring 
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morning.  They  bustled  about,  like  bees  in  a  bee- 
hive, from  sunrise  to  sunset,  as  merry  as  IMay-day. 
I  can't  think  what  has  come  to  them  all  now. 
AYhat  does  Jack  mean  by  bouncing  off  like  this, 
wdthout  a  '  By  your  leave,'  or  '  With  your  leave  ?' 
and  who  is  to  see  ]\Iarks,  I  should  like  to  know, 
about  the  road-rate  ?  I'd  go  myself,  if  I  thought 
it  would  hold  up  (Helen,  put  my  gloves  along 
with  the  hat,  instead  of  laying  them  across  the 
stick,  where  they're  no  use) ;  but  it  looks  like  rain 
— uncommon  like  rain,  and  it  wouldn't  do  to  get 
wet,  first  day  of  going  out,  and  all.  3[iddIesworth 
market?  What  d'ye  mean  about  ^Eiddlesworth 
market  ?  He  never  would  go  there  w  ithout 
seeing  me  first !  Then  Walter's  forgotten  his  old 
father,  since  he's  been  so  much  at  Tollesdale. 
Walter  and — what's  his  name  ? — and  you,  Helen, 
all  undutiful !  Three  undutiful  children  !  Xot 
you,  my  darliug!  not  youT  he  continued,  Avhim- 
pering,  as  his  better  feelings  obtained  the 
mastery,  and  he  remembered  his  daughter's  gen- 
tleness and  patience,  and  sad,  uneventful  life, 
wearisome  for  one  so  young.  Then  he  pulled  her 
face  down  to  his  own,  and  kissed  it,  wetting  it 
with  his  tears;    but  forgot  them  long  ere  tliey 
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were  dry,  and  so  maundering  on  about  his  broth 
and  his  medicine,  dropped  asleep  at  his  usual  time, 
and  left  the  poor,  pale,  fond  attendant  free  for  an 
hour  at  least. 

So  Helen  put  on  her  walking  things,  and 
e*inerged  from  the  breakfast-room  A^•indow  —  she 
always  went  out  at  the  breakfast-room  window 
now — then  proceeded  right  across  the  park,  till  she 
reached  a  clump  of  trees  on  a  rising  ground,  from 
which,  looking  back,  Bridlemere  House  could  be 
seen  plainly,  but  beyond  which  the  slope  of  the 
hill  hid  it  from  the  eye.  Here  she  stopped  to 
gather  a  violet  or  two  nestling  under  the  old 
elms,  and  hid  them  in  her  bosom.  But  she 
kissed  the  sweet  flowers  tenderly  before  she  put 
them  away,  and  a  drop  fell  on  them  that  was  clear 
and  pure  as  the  dew  of  heaven,  though  it  came 
but  from  a  poor,  aching,  earthly  heart.  She  had 
always  loved  violets  from  a  child,  but  their 
fragi'ance  had  never  been  so  j)ainful  yet  so 
dear  to  her  as  now.  Then  she  walked  on  with 
slower  and  sadder  step,  avoiding  a  certain  stile 
at  Avhich  she  remembered  to  have  been  affronted 
once  by  the  unwelcome  courtesy  of  a  stranger,, 
who — was  no  stranger  now ! 
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She  started,  as  if  she  had  been  stung,  and 
hurried  fiercely  forward  in  the  direction  of  Dame 
Batters'  cottage.  She  paid  a  visit  there  most 
days  now,  and  was  welcome  as  an  angel  of 
light  to  the  poor  old  woman,  who  loved  to 
relate  her  troubles  to  "  our  Miss  Brooke  "  over 
and  over  again,  never  tired  of  descanting  on 
her  Jem's  disappearance ;  her  own  rheumatism  ; 
the  changes — dear  me  !  the  changes  Avrought  by 
time ;  the  wickedness  of  Middlesworth ;  the  fire 
at  the  brewery,  and  the  sad  loss  sustained  by 
the  town  in  the  ruin  of  Stoney  Brothers. 


CHAPTER  V. 


A   BUNDLE    OF  STICKS. 


NE,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six ;  and  one  for 
the  pot !  I've  often  heard  my  uncle 
declare — a  military  man  like  yourself, 
Doctor — that  Aveak  tea  was  as  un- 
wholesome as  weak  brandy-and-water.  Relaxing, 
he  said,  and  deleterious  at  the  same  time,  while 
strong  tea  braces  the  nerves,  and  strong  *  grog,'  I 
think  he  called  it,  gives  a  fillip  to  the  system. 
Only  think !" 

Miss  Prince  sat  in  great  state  at  her  tea-table  in 
the  front  bedroom,  now  used  conjointly  by  herself 
and  the  Stoneys  as  a  refectory.  They  "  took  their 
meals "  together,  tlie  little  woman  contriving  in 
this,  as  in  many  other  ways,  to  save  hor  lodgers' 
pockets   at  the   expense   of    her    own.     On   the 
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present  occasion,.  Avitli  a  playful  application  of  the 
old  school-girl  vocabulary,  she  j^ersisted  in  con- 
sidering the  party"  as  "  her  treat ;"  in  no  way  dis- 
guising the  fact  thtit  it  was  held  for  the  greater 
glorification  of  her  new  favourite,  Doctor   Blair. 
•She  and  Isabella  had  therefore  attired  themselves 
in  their  garments  of  state  ;  the  latter  looking  very 
handsome  in  a  black  satin  dress  tliat  had  already 
<lone  a  good  deal  of  duty  on  festive  occasions ;  but 
tliat   set   oft"  to  advantage   her   white   skin,   her 
massive  proportions,  and  the  braids  of  her  long, 
silky,  dark  hair.     Miss  Prince  herself  was  dressed 
in  a  brocade,  of  an  enormous  pattern,  not  unlike 
the  papering  of  a  very  old  fashioned  bedroom,  but 
of  a  costly  textm-e,  which  for  value,  and  indeed 
antiquity,  might  have  belonged  to  the  Queen  of 
8heba.     It  seems  a  peculiarity  of  this  particular 
fabric  that  it  is  prone  to  force  much  of  the  wearer's 
person  into  an  unbroken  protuberance  immediately 
Ijelow  the   chin,  and   on  this  protuberance  Miss 
Prince  had  planted  a  wide  cameo  brooch,  repre- 
senting several  naked  figures,  in  attitudes  more  or 
less  suggestive  of  classical  beauty  and  Pagan  pro- 
pensities.    Thus  attired,  the  little  lady  considered 
lierself,  as  it  were,  en  tenue  de  campagne,  but  the 
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addition  of  a  pair  of  green  kid  gloves  brouglit  lier 
out  forthwith  in  "  review  order."  She  waved  her 
gloved  hand  over  the  teapot,  and  told  the  Doctor 
once  more,  and  for  the  tenth  time,  that  "  she  was 
glad  to  see  him,  and  hoped  he  was  a  tea  drinker." 
Now,  Doctor  Blair  had  been  a  traveller  in  his 
day,  and  before  he  joined  the  Dancing  Hussars 
(which  regiment  he  had  also  accompanied  through 
many  a  long  march  in  the  glowing  mornings  of 
the  tropics)  had  wandered,  on  his  own  account, 
over  almost  every  part  of  the  world  in  which  tea 
is  consumed.  Had  drank  it  hot,  Aveak,  and  un- 
palatable, in  lonely  posting-houses,  on  those 
dreary,  monotonous,  interminable  journeys  across 
Kussia,  that  oppress  the  senses  like  a  dream,  and 
like  a  dream  leave  no  sahent  points,  no  definite 
objects  nor  events  by  which  to  chstinguish  them 
when  they  are  past.  Had  chij^ped  off  corners 
from  a  solid  brick  of  it  with  the  handle  of  his 
knife,  and  boiled  them  over  a  fire  of  camels'  dune: 
in  the  wastes  of  Tartary,  to  share  the  beverage 
with  a  sallow,  flat-faced,  beady-eyed  comrade  in  a 
sheepskin  garment,  greasy,  AvooUy,  and  lined 
throughout  with  vermin.  Had  even  watered 
spoonfuls  of  it  lying  at  the  bottom  of  trausj)arent 
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porcelain  cups,  and  pledged  in  the  steaming 
draught  no  less  dignified  a  host  than  a  mandarin 
of  the  second  class  in  the  Celestial  Empii-e. 

Cold  and  strong  in  Crimean  trenches,  Aveak  and 
scalding  in  Parisian  salons,  Blaii*  had  drank  tea 
wherever  tea  was  made,  but  never,  he  declared, 
with  such  satisfaction  as  to-night ;  for  was  not  Dot 
flitting  gaily  about  him,  bringing  sugar,  cream, 
muffins,  cut  bread-and-butter;  and  was  he  not 
prescribing  to  his  favom-ite,  and  administering, 
surreptitious  slices  of  the  latter,  plastered  with 
jam  a  quarter  of  an  inch  thick  ? 

"  Your  tea's  as  strong  as  brandy.  Miss  Prince," 
said  the  Doctor,  approvingly,  finishing  his  first  cup 
at  two  gulps.  "I'll  no'  say  strong  tea's  as  good  as 
strong  toddy,  though;  but  little  Missy  here  is 
wearyin'  for  a  sup,  and  I'll  just  ask  ye  for  another 
dish  before  ye  begin  to  a  second  brew." 

"Now,  Dot!  I  will  not  have  you  worry  the 
Doctor,"  interposed  Mrs.  George,  already  prepared, 
womanlike,  to  fall  down  and  worship,  because  the 
A-isitor  had  been  represented  to  her  as  a  hero. 
"  She's  such  a  child  for  the  gentlemen.  Doctor.  I 
declare  to  you  I  can't  keep  her  away  from  them  ; 
and  papa  spoils  her  so,  he  makes  her  worse.     I'm 
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sure,  Dot,  if  you  go  on  as  you've  begun,  I  don't 
know  Avhat  you'll  come  to  when  you're  grown  up. 
Don't  let  her  tease  you.  Doctor.  Dot!  do  you 
hear  me  ?     Get  off  tlie  gentleman's  knee  !" 

But  Dot  knew  better.  Another  prescription 
-was  in  course  of  preparation,  and  the  merry  eyes 
laughed  and  sparkled  while  the  remedy  was  stufted 
into  the  rosy,  expectant  mouth.  Then  Dot  put 
both  her  fat  arms  round  her  new  friend's  neck,  and 
kissed  him  publicly,  without  the  slightest  affecta- 
tion of  diffidence  or  discomposure.  "  I  like  you, 
good  Blair  !"  j)i"onounced  the  young  lady,  as  clearly 
as  the  process  of  mastication  would  permit.  "  I'm 
to  be  your  wife,  you  know,  instead  of  Uncle  Pliil's, 
ain't  I,  mamma  ?  I  like  you,  and  I  like  Uncle 
Phil,  and  I  like  papa,  and  I  like  mamma,  and  I  like 
Miss  Prince,  and  I  like  Jane,  but  I  don't  like  Mr. 
Multiple!" 

Dot  chanted  the  roll  of  her  predilections  in  the 
sing-song  ^vith  which  children  usually  get  over 
anything  like  repetition,  as  being  less  wearisome 
than  simple  recitative.  It  is  a  tone  that  forces 
itself  on  the  least  attentive  circle,  and  Dot's  au- 
dience were  by  this  time  listening  to  her  open- 
mouthed. 
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"  Mr.  Multiple,  child  !"'  said  her  mother,  laugh- 
ing, in  sjDite  of  herself,  at  Dot's  eagerness.  "  What 
can  have  put  Mr.  Multiple  in  your  head  ?" 

Philip,  too,  looked  up  from  his  jilate  uneasily  at 
the  name.  It  sounded  harsh  in  his  ears.  Perhaps 
he  had  learned,  as  people  so  circumstanced  always 
do  learn  unwelcome  facts,  that  the  gentleman  was 
a  great  deal  at  Bridlemere ;  and  because  he  had 
resigned  his  treasure  was  no  reason  he  should 
cease  to  be  jealous  of  it. 

"  I  saw  Mr.  3Iultiple  to-day,"  replied  Dot, 
nodding  her  head  a  great  many  times  to  imj^Iy 
certainty.  '•  I  saw  him  with  good  Blair  on  the 
staircase.     Didn't  I,  good  Blair  ?" 

"The  bairn  was  playin'  herself  on  the  stair," 
obseiTcd  the  Doctor,  thus  apj^ealed  to,  "  whan  the 
puir  fallow  that's  gotten  his  heed  brok'  was  brought 
ben  to  this  gentlemen's  room.  I  was  feared  the 
bit  lassie  might  ha'  gotten  a  fright,  mem,"  he 
added,  apologetically  to  his  little  friend's  mamma, 
"  but  she's  a  fine  spirit  for  sic  a  young  thing.  It 
would  be  a  gruesome  bogle,  I'm  thinkin  tliat 
would  dauuton  Miss  Dot." 

All  this,  like  most  indeed  of  the  guest's  conver- 
sation,   was   Hebrew   to   JMrs.    Stonev;    but   she 
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Lowed,  iievertlieless,  witli  great  dignity,  and, 
turning  sharply  on  tlie  child,  repeated  her 
question — 

"  What  can  you  mean,  you  silly  thing !  about 
Mr.  Multiple  ?  I  can't  think  when  you  have  ever 
set  eyes  on  him,  even  last  winter,  at  Middles- 
worth  ;  but  how  dare  you  say  you  saw  him  here 
to-day  ?" 

"  I  did  see  him,  mamma,"  answered  the  child, 
gravely,  colom'ing  up  very  much,  and  nestling 
closer  to  "good  Blau-'s"  side.  "He  was  helping 
iinother  gentleman  to  carry  the  thing  into  Uncle 
Phil's  room.  The  other  gentleman  lives  next 
door.  I  often  see  him  go  out  when  I'm  at  tea.  I 
don't  like  Mr.  Multiple,  mamma,  because  Jane 
said  he  was  a  bad  man,  when  we  met  him  in 
Hosier  Street,  near  my  own  home ;  and  I  would 
have  told  him  to  go  away  to-day,  but  the  thing 
was  covered  up,  and  had  blood  on  it,  and  I  was 
frightened,  and  hid  my  face  in  Jane's  gown  till 
good  Blair  shut  the  door." 

The  Doctor  looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  the 
tea-drinkers  with  suspicion  stamped  on  his  shrewd 
Scotch  face.  George  Stoney,  though  lately  be- 
come the  most   silent  of   men,   replied   to   the 
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question  conveyed  by  the  expression  of  that  hard- 
featured  countenance.  "\\^ien  Dot  speaks  like 
that,"  said  he,  "  you  may  be  sure  she  is  in  earnest, 
and  knows  what  she  is  about.  The  child  never 
told  a  story  in  her  life,  and  never  forgot  a  face  she 
liad  once  seen.  It's  a  peculiarity  she  inherits 
neither  from  her  mamma  nor  me." 

"  It's  impossible  IMr.  Multiple  could  have  been 
here  to-day,"  interposed  Uncle  Phil,  disregarding 
Dot's  reproachful  looks.  "  I  have  reason  to  believe 
he  is  at  this  moment  in  the  town  of  Middlesworth 
— and  I  wish  I  was  there,  too,"  added  Philip,  to 
himself,  with  a  sigh. 

"  Do  you  know  anything  of  this  Mr.  Multiple  ?" 
inquhed  the  Doctor,  carelessly,  preparing  at  the 
same  time  another  liberal  mouthful  of  consolation 
for  his  pet.  "  Is  he  a  gentleman,  or  a  professional 
man  ?  or  just  a  do-nothing,  daundering  and  traf- 
ficking about  ?" 

"  He's  a  man  with  plenty  of  money,"  replied 
Philip,  speaking  very  fast,  while  his  colour  rose ; 
"  and  seems  to  do  plenty  of  harm  w^ith  it.  I 
know  nothing  of  him  myself,  and  have  heard 
but  little  from  the  Middlesworth  people.  That 
little   is  quite  enough.      I   wish   to   heaven    he 
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liad  never  come  witliin  a  hundred  miles  of  the 
town !" 

He  hid  his  foce  in  his  teacup  when  he  had 
finished,  a  little  ashamed  of  his  ebullition. 

"  And  which  o'  the  gentlemen  do  they  call  Mr. 
Multiple,  my  bonnie  bird  ?"  asked  Doctor  Blair,  in 
coaxing  tones  of  the  lady  on  his  knee.  "  Was  it 
the  stout,  wise-like  man  wi'  a  white  crayat,  an'  a 
decent  black  cot  like  a  meenister,  or  the  set-up, 
saucy  chap  wi'  a  curly  heed,  and  saft  hands,  and 
rings,  and  bonny-dies,  an'  '  havers,'  that  set  a 
vv'oman  better  than  a  mon." 

Constant  practice,  and  feminine  affection,  had 
rendered  Dot  a  proficient  in  the  Scottish  tongue, 
of  which  language  indeed  she  favoured  Jane  with 
many  choice  samples  in  the  nursery ;  she  under- 
stood her  gigantic  playfellow  perfectly  well,  and 
replied  without  hesitation — 

"  It  was  Mr.  Multiple  that  went  backwards  into 
Uncle  Phil's  room.  I  don't  know  the  other  gen- 
tleman, though  I  see  him  when  I'm  at  tea,  and 
Jane  says  he's  a  curmudgeon.  But  I  do  know 
Mr.  Multiple,  and  I  don't  like  him." 

Doctor  Blair  looked  thoughtful.  He  felt  satis- 
fied tlie  child  was  sure  of  her  man,  and,  indeed. 
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Dot's  positive,  though  simple  manner,  carried  con- 
viction along  with  it.  He  ran  over  the  circum- 
stances of  the  whole  affair  in  his  oa\ti  mind,  and  it 
looked  more  mysterious  now  when  thus  reviewed 
than  it  had  done  under  the  immediate  bustle 
created  by  the  emergency.  Two  men  bringing 
another  in,  half-dead — indeed,  a  good  deal  more 
than  half  to  any  but  professional  eyes — accoimting 
for  the  sufferer's  state  by  a  tale  that  bore  on  the 
face  of  it  marks  of  medical  inconsistency  and  un- 
trnth;  only  remaining  to  see  the  patient  well 
bestowed,  but  Imrrying  off  before  they  could  know 
for  certain  whether  he  would  or  would  not  recover 
from  the  blow,  and  one  of  them  giving  a  false  name 
before  he  left ! 

"John  Francis,"  repeated  the  Scotchman,  in 
indignant  murmurs  to  himself.  "John  Francis, 
indeed;  Paveelion  Hotel,  Folkestone.  There's  a 
wise-like  address  for  a  decent  mon  !  Ye  thought 
ye'd  be  like  the  tailor  lad  wha  cuttit  afif  his  ain 
shanks  wi'  his  ain'shears,  an'  had  gotten  a  fule  to 
your  surgeon.  Bide  you  a  wee,  Maister  John 
Francis,  or  Multiple,  or  whatever  they  call  ye. 
Andvy  Blair'U  be  upsides  wi'  ye,  for  all  that's 
come    and    gaun    yet.      An'    ye're    kenspeckle 

VOL.  III.  K 
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eneugh,  my  moii.  Even  the  bairnie  here  was 
dooms  sure  o'  ye  at  the  very  onset.  Dhma  you 
think  I'm  like  to  forget  ye ;  and  once  your  heed's 
tinder  my  belt,  I'll  wriug  it  aff  for  ye,  sure  as  my 
name's  Blair !" 

But  it  was  not  the  Doctor's  j)ractice  to  wear  his 
thoughts  on  his  sleeve,  and  ho  entertained,  more- 
over, certain  old-fashioned  notions  as  to  the 
stringent  requirements  of  good  breeding.  He 
always  admitted,  despite  his  ungainly  exterior, 
that  he  was  rather  a  ladies'  man,  and  he  busied 
himself  now  to  hand  the  teacups,  carry  the  kettle, 
and  cut  more  bread-and-butter,  of  which  seductive 
food  he  and  Dot  had  between  them  consumed  an 
inordinate  quantity,  with  an  alacrity  that  won  him 
golden  opinions  from  his  landlady. 

Miss  Prince  thought  she  had  never  before  met 
one  of  the  opposite  sex  who  combined,  as  she  ex- 
pressed it,  such  delicate  attentions  with  such  a 
manly  dej^ortment.  Lord  Waywarden  had  hitherto 
constituted  her  ideal  of  what  a  gentleman  should 
be ;  but  Lord  Waywarden,  though  doubtless  a 
most  agreeable  person,  never  could  keep  awake  to 
talk  to  her  for  more  than  five  minutes  at  a  time. 
Neither  was  his  lordship's  conversation,  she  must 
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allow,  SO  imjDi'OTiug  as  the  Doctor's,  nor  bis  accent 
so  impressive  and  remarkable.  Miss  Prince  Avas 
quite  gratified,  when  she  came  to  tbink  of  it,  that 
the  poor  yomig  man,  whose  identity  she  little  sus- 
pected, had  been  brought  in  to  recover  conscious- 
ness beneath  her  roof. 

The  teapot  had  to  be  refilled  more  than  once, 
and  under  its  genial  influence  the  ladies'  tongues 
were  loosened,  and  they  discoursed  volubly  on 
their  own  and  their  neighbours'  affairs.  Wine  is, 
no  doubt,  an  incentive  to  conversation ;  but  I 
think  for  the  encouragement  of  that  kind  of  talk 
which  attributes  startling  motives  to  common 
actions ;  which  exchanges  information,  remarkable 
alike  for  its  imprudence  and  its  improbability ; 
which  is  understood,  in  short,  by  the  generic  term 
"  gossip,"  the  bottle  is  far  behind  the  teapot. 

IMiss  Prince's  third  cup  led  her  insensibly  back 
to  the  spacious  halls  and  lofty  chambers  of  Tolles- 
dale.  She  impressed  on  her  guest,  at  great  lengtli, 
the  height  of  the  hall,  the  proportions  and  furni- 
tm-e  (different  in  each),  of  the  rooms  on  the  ground 
floor,  the  number  and  value  of  the  pictm-es,  the 
width  of  the  staircase,  and  the  length  of  the  con- 
servatory.   Thence,  by  an  easy  transition,  diverging 

k2 
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into  an  eulogy  of  his  lordship's  character,  his 
hospitality,  his  magnificence,  his  county  influence, 
and  the  affability  of  his  manners.  "  Lady  Way- 
warden, too,"  continued  Miss  Prince,  warming  to 
the  subject  as  she  sipped  her  tea,  "is  a  most 
elegant  iierson.  She  was  the  Court  beauty. 
Doctor  Blair ;  quite  the  Court  beauty  of  her  day, 
when  you,  sir,  must  liave  been'  a  boy  at  school, 
and  I  myself  was  " — (here  her  conscience,  ad- 
monished by  a  sparkle  of  mirth  in  Mrs.  George's 
eyes,  gave  her  a  vigorous  nudge) — "  well,  when 
I  was  a  good  deal  younger  than  I  am  now.  She 
never  had  his  lordship's  angelic  temper,  sir; 
far  from  it ;  but  her  complexion  was  like  a  girl's 
of  eighteen,  and  her  handwriting  copper-plate. 
I  do  assure  you,  positive  copper-plate.  You 
must  have  observed.  Doctor,  how  a  fine  skin 
runs  in  families.  My  own  poor  mother  was  called 
the  White  Rose  of  Tiverton,  and  Isabella  here, 
Mrs.  Stoney,  has  three  sisters — haven't  you,  dear  ? 
— Avith  velvet  skins  like  your  own.  It's  no  wonder 
Lady  Julia  should  be  beautiful.  Lady  Julia  Tread- 
well,  Doctor,  that's  their  only  daughter,  and  my 
pupil.  I  think  my  favourite  pupil,  after  you, 
Isabella   dear.       A   most  engaging  young   lady. 
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Doctor  Blair.  Sucli  a  figure  !  sucli  spirits !  sucli 
talents !  The  best  dancer,  so  they  said,  yet  turned 
out  by  the  Entrechats,  ^:»t7'e  ct  fils,  aud  as  kind  a 
heart  as  ever  beat  in  a  pure  and  virgin  bosom  !" 

Here  Miss  Prince  blushed  a  little,  coughed,  and 
paused,  being  out  of  breath. 

The  Doctor  thought  he  was  expected  to  say 
something,  so  he  hitched  Dot  on  to  the  other 
knee,  and  blm-ted  out — 

"  It's  a  wonder  she's  no'  got  married  yet !" 
Miss  Prince  nodded   her   head  a   great  many 
times,  thereby  bespeaking  the  attention   of  her 
audience,  especially  Mrs.  George,  ere  she  observed 
sagaciously — 

"  Quite  a  gentleman's  remark,  I'm  sure,  and 
more  to  the  purpose  than  you  might  have  supposed. 
I  think  there  is  no  doubt  she  is  going  to  be  mar- 
ried, and  that  almost  immediately,  though  as  yet 
it  is  to  be  kept  a  profound  secret." 

Mrs.  George  half  rose  from  her  cliair  at  the 
news. 

"  Oh !  I  am  so  glad !"  she  exclaimed,  as  though 
the  intelligence  imparted  some  keen  aud  inex- 
plicable joy ;  and  that  Lady  Julia's  coverture 
could  signify  one  toss  of  a  halfpenny  to  her.    Even 
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Dot  looked  up  deliglited.  Miss  Prince  lierself 
was  vibrating  all  over  with  suppressed  importance 
and  satisfaction.  What  is  there  in  the  matrimonial 
yoke  tliat  its  imposition  on  a  fresh  bondsman 
should  afford  such  universal  contentment  to  the 
whole  of  the  gentler  sex?  It  cannot  be  the 
unworthy  consideration  that  another  competitor  is 
promoted  out  of  the  ranks ;  for  grandmamma  on 
crutches,  who  has  long  withdrawn  from  the  game, 
and  Miss  Saucebox  there  in  short  frocks,  who  has 
not  yet  become  a  player,  are  equally  sincere  in 
their  congratulations.  Everybody  knows  that  at 
a  wedding  the  church  is  filled  with  women  who 
have  no  concern,  directly  or  indirectly,  witli  the 
principal  performers.  I  don't  think  I  ever  heard 
of  a  man  attending  this  sacred  ordinance  unless 
compelled  to  do  so,  and  the  compulsion,  by  the 
way,  is  invariably  under  female  pressure.  Is  it 
then  unmixed  joy,  I  say,  at  a  sister's  triumph,  or 
gratitude  for  her  deliverance  from  the  perils  of 
spinsterhood,  or  a  fine  liberal  satisfaction  in  the 
victory  of  the  good  cause?  I  am  inclined  to 
r(?pudiate  all  these  explanations,  and  to  believe 
tliat,  like  the  Ministerial  party  in  the  House  of 
Commons,   the  whole  female  sex  exult,   as  an 
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abstract  question  of  principle,  in  the  winning  of 
every  additional  unit  to  the  side  of  the  Govern- 
ment. 

'•'I'm  afraid  I  am  very  indiscreet,"  resumed 
Miss  Prince,  Avith  a  smile  at  the  Doctor;  "but 
among  friends  I  may  be  confident  it  will  go  no 
further.  My  sweet  pupil,  as  I  am  informed,  is 
about  to  bestow  her  hand  on  a  very  old  acquaint- 
ance, and  a  very  near  neighbour,  and  a  very 
handsome  young  gentleman.  Mr.  Stoney,  you 
must  Iniow  whom  I  mean  !" 

Mr.  Stoney,[thus  adjured,  woke  up  from  a  brown 
.study,  and  guessed  Sir  Abraham  Evergreen,  a 
county  baronet  of  seventy,  Avho  had  buried  two 
Avives  ah-eady,  and  lived  at  least  forty  miles  from 
ToUesdale,  as  the  crow  flies.  His  suggestion  was 
coughed  down  at  once. 

"It  is  a  most  suitable  match,"  continued  the 
tea-maker,  with  a  dignified  wave  of  the  unoccupied 
liand  in  its  green  kid  glove.  "Suitable  in  years, <t 
connections,  personal  appearance,  expectations, 
really  in  every  respect,  and  I  am  heartily  glad  of 
it.  What  do  you  think,  my  dear  Isabella  ?  What 
do  you  thinlv  of  young  Mr.  Brooke,  of  Bridle- 
mere  ?" 
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Philip  looked  wp  interested  enough  now,  thougli 
for  an  instant  something  swept  across  his  face  like 
pain.  His  sister-in-law  saw  it,  though  no  one  else 
did,  and  she  repeated  Miss  Prince's  words  in  such 
a  tone  of  wonder  as  started  that  lady  again  at  score. 

"  Not  the  eldest  Mr.  Brooke ;  not  the  young 
Squire  as  they  call  him,  Avho  Avas  never  much  of  a 
favourite  with  my  sweet  girl;  but  the  second  son, 
Mr.  Walter.  Such  a  handsome  young  man  !  very 
dashing,  very  accomplished !  They  will,  indeed, 
be  a  most  elegant  couple  !" 

"  All  this  is  vary  inter — esting,"  observed  the 
Doctor,  fidgeting  on  his  chair,  now  that  he  had 
finished  his  tea,  and  beginning  to  feel  it  was  time 
to  go  and  look  after  his  patient.  "  An'  I'm  thinkin' 
if  the  loddy  was  j/our  scholar,  mem,  she'll  be  as 
gude  as  she's  bonny.  Are  ye  wantin'  doun,  little 
missie?  Ye'll  excuse  my  takin'  leave  of  the 
company  for  the  present,  Miss  Prince.  I've  a  bit 
joiner's  wark,  ye  ken,  that  will  noo  want  simper - 
veesion.  ]\Iay  be,  I'll  hae  to  pit  in  a  tack,  just  to 
keep  the  bung  in  the  bar'l  yet.  I've  had  a  vara 
pleesan'  crack,  an'  a  most  deleeshus  tea,  and  soe 
I'll  just  tak'  a  French  leave  o'  ye,  wi'  a  Botu/ 
swoye^  la  compagnie  /" 
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Mollified,  however,  by  the  entreaties  of  all 
parties — for  all,  except  perhaps  Philij),  were  burst- 
ing with  curiosity — tlie  Doctor  promised  to  look  in 
later,  with  news  of  his  patient,  pending  which 
return  Miss  Prince  flourished  the  teapot  once 
agam,  for  a  little  more  gossip,  and  another  cup  of 
her  favourite  beverage. 

"Have  I  astonished  you  enough,  my  dears?" 
said  she,  looking  round  triumphant.  ''  or  shall  I 
tell  you  another  piece  of  news  about  the  old  count}" 
in  which  we  have  all  passed  so  many  happy  days  ? 
Ah !  I've  got  a  budget  of  marriages  for  you  Avheii 
once  I  begin.  What  should  you  say  if  ^h\  Walter 
Brooke  were  not  the  only  one  of  his  family  about 
to  enter  the  holy  state  ?" 

Philip  turned  very  pale,  but  answered  never  a 
word. 

"  Say  I"  exclaimed  3rrs.  George,  advancing 
boldly  to  the  rescue,  though  fearful  of  what  was 
coming  next.  *'  Why,  that  it  was  extremely  im- 
probable, unless  you  had  it  on  the  very  best 
authority.  Eumour,  we  used  to  learn  at  school, 
has  a  hundred  tongues.  When  the  rumour  is  con- 
cerning marriages,  I  think  a  hundred  thousand 
would  be  nearer  the  mark." 
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"  Well,  my  dear,"  admitted  Miss  Prince,  "  I'll 
allow  I'm  not  so  certain  of  this  wedding  as  the 
other.  I've  often  been  surprised,  though,  that 
Miss  Brooke  hasn't  married  years  ago.  With  her 
beauty,  and  her  sweet  temper,  and  her  expecta- 
tions from  her  uncle,  I  don't  know  any  young  lady 
less  entitled  to  remain  in  a  state  of  single  blessed- 
ness. Don't  you  think  so,  Mr.  PhiKp  ?  You 
know  her,  I  believe,  better  than  any  of  the  other 
toAvnspeople  in  Middles  worth." 

Philip  forced  himself  to  answer  Avith  a  brave 
fixed  face — 

"  I  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing  Miss  Brooke, 
and  seeing  her  very  often  in  her  own  famUy.  She 
is  too  good  for  any  man,  were  he  the  best  and 
noblest  in  the  land.  I  trust  she  will  be  happy 
with  him.  Who — who  did  you  say  it  was,  IVIiss 
Prince  ?" 

His  lips  were  dry  and  white  while  he  asked. 
He  had  not  before  realized  the  amount  of  hope 
that  lay  stifled,  but  still  existent  in  his  heart,  till 
these  last  tidings  came  to  sear  out  every  trace  of 
his  folly,  as  with  a  hot  iron.  It  was  a  fiiend's 
hand,  too,  that  thus  applied  the  cautery.  A  gentle, 
kindly  hand  that  would  not  liave  given  him  a 
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moment's  suffering  for  a  kingdom,  yet  it  seared 
him  deep,  steady,  unshrinking  and  pitiless,  because 
unconscious  of  his  pain. 

'•'That's  what  I  always  thought,  J\[r.  Philip," 
exclaimed  Miss  Prince  exultingly.  ''From  the 
time  I  first  set  eyes  on  her,  at  our  archery  meet- 
ing, when  Lady  Waywarden  said  it  was  dull,  and 
damp,  and  there  should  never  be  another  at  Tol- 
Icsdale — and  my  lady  kept  her  word,  too,  for  that 
matter — I  always  thought  if  I'd  been  a  man,  that 
was  the  girl  I  should  have  chosen  for  my  wife. 
She  mightn't  have  had  Lady  Julia's  sparkle  and 
spirits,  and  what  I  call  perfect  finish  of  company 
manners — for,  to  be  sure,  she  hadn't  the  same 
advantages  of  education ;  but  to  see  her  come  into 
a  room,  with  her  beautiful  head  up,  and  her  noble, 
quiet  walk,  she  was  more  like  a  queen  tlian  a 
simple  Enghsh  lady ;  and  when  she  turned  those 
deep,  dark  eyes  upon  me,  with  a  gentle  sorro\\'ful 
look  in  them,  like  a  deer's,  why  I  used  to  feel  as  if 
I  could  burst  out  crying,  and  hug  her  round  the 
neck,  if  she  hadn't  been  so  taU.  Couldn't  you, 
Mr.  Philip?" 

If  he  hadn't  been  a  man,  he  could  have  burst 
out  crying  now,  and  as  for  hugging,  why,  not  to 
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mention  Miss  Brooke,  lie  could  liave  hugged  the 
little  tea-maker  herself,  and  welcome,  for  the  way 
in  which  she  sjDoke  of  his  heart's-delight.  It  was 
torture,  no  doubt,  but  tliere  Avas,  nevertheless,  a 
wild,  maddening  thrill  of  ecstasy  in  the  very  pain. 

You  see  he  had  not  even  heard  the  dear  name 
spoken  for  so  long.  He  was  like  a  man  who  thinks 
by  abstaining  from  Avater  to  cure  the  fever  of 
thirst.  No  Avonder  the  ripple  of  the  stream  Avas 
sweeter  than  music  in  his  oars.  I  have  known 
men,  and  women  too,  declare  they  Avould  rather 
hear  a  l)eloved  object  maligned  than  not  mentioned 
at  all,  and  it  is  doubtless  pleasant  to  defend  the 
absent,  who  are  never  really  absent  from  our 
thoughts.  HoAv  then  can  Ave  but  feel  kindly 
towards  the  impartial  observer  (of  its  own  sex,  of 
course),  who  betrays  a  tendency  to  fall  doAvn  and 
grovel  in  the  dust  before  our  idol,  as  Ave  do  our- 
selves ? 

"  You  Avere  a  great  favourite  of  hers.  Miss  Prince, 
I  know,"  said  Philip  warmly.  "  I  have  often 
heard  her  speak  about  you,  and  you  know^  how 
truthful  and  sincere  she  Avas.  You — you  didn't 
hear  anything  for  certain,  Miss  Prince,  I  think  you 
said?" 
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He  had  put  his  lips  to  the  pleasant  cup  now,  he 
couldn't  resist,  and  the  bitter  drop,  as  usual,  was 
not  far  off. 

"  Not  for  certain,  exactly,"  replied  Miss  Prince ; 
"  but  still  I  think,  between  you  and  me,  3Ir.  Philip 
on  the  very  best  authority.  You  see,  I  occasionally 
receive  a  letter  from  Lady  Waywarden's  maid — 
her  confidential  maid,  you  understand — a  most 
respectable  person,  Avhom,  indeed,  when  I  quitted 
Tollesdale,  I  requested  to  inform  me  at  stated 
intervals  of  the  welfare  of  the  fiimily.  Her  lady- 
ship, you  know,  is  much  engaged,  and  has  little 
time  to  spare  for  mere  private  letter- writing,  and 
Lady  Julia  is  apt  to  forget  these  duties  till  the 
post  has  gone  out,  and  it  is  too  late.  Well,  it  was 
only  this  morning  I  heard  from  Elise  of  her  young 
lady's  approaching  marriage  to  Mr.  Brooke ;  and 
in  the  same  letter  she  tells  me  that  there  seems 
every  chance  of  a  double  wedding  at  Bridlemere, 
for  a  gentleman,  a  great  friend  of  Mr.  Walter,  is 
never  out  of  the  house  now;  and  the  Squire's 
groom  told  my  lord's  second  coachman  that  the 
servants  understood  it  was  all  regularly  arranged, 
and  as  soon  as  his  master  got  a  little  better.  Miss 
Helen  and   the   visitor  were   to   make  a   match 
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of  it.  A  very  rich  gentleman,  Elise  says,  and  a 
very  handsome,  free-handed  one.  She  does  not 
consider  Miss  Brooke  looks  "well ;  but  attributes  it 
to  the  weather,  and  thinks  matrimony  a  cure  for 
all  disorders.  It  may,  or  may  not,  be  a  sovereign 
remedy,^'  concluded  Miss  Prince,  demm-ely,  push- 
ing her  cup  away  and  folding  her  gloved  hands  in 
her  lap.  "  It's  impossible  for  me  to  give  an 
opinion,  for  I've  never  tried  it." 

"  The  name — the  name,  my  dear  !  "  urged  Mrs. 
George  ;  thinking  that  it  would  be  more  merciful 
to  put  Philip  out  of  his  pain  at  once.  "  You  keep 
us  all  in  suspense,  while  you  withhold  the  only 
part  of  your  news^that  can  enable  us  to  judge 
whether  this  gentleman  is  an  ehgible  match  for 
our  lovely  neighbour,  ]\L'ss  Brooke,  of  Bridle- 
mere." 

"It's  very  odd,"  returned  Miss  Prince;  "the 
name  had  quite  escaped  me,  and  I  never  recalled 
it  till  that  child  mentioned  it  just  now.  The  for- 
tunate gentleman  is  a  Mr.  Multiple.  From  London, 
I  understand ;  a  partner,  I  imagine,  in  some  gi-eat 
banking-house.  Very  suitable  in  'point  of  years, 
and  devotedly  attached  to  the  lady.  It  is  a  most 
desirable  match ! " 
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Pliilip  sat  quietly  to  be  operated  on.  Some- 
thing* told  him  this  was  coming  all  along.  He 
had  learned,  surely  en6ugh,  though  I  cannot  tell 
by  what  means,  how  a  person  of  that  name,  young, 
wealthy,  fashionable  and  handsome,  had  become 
a  frequent  visitor  in  the  house  Avhich  contained 
his  treasm'e.  Something  had  often  warned  him 
that  this  must  be  the  end ;  and  now,  why  was  it  so 
painful,  since  he  had  anticipated  it  long  ago? 
Probably,  because,  however  much  Hope  may  be 
cut  over  and  trodden  down,  she  is  never  utterly 
destroyed  until  grubbed  up  by  the  roots.  He 
bore  the  knife,  though,  resolutely  and  without 
flinching.  When  the  surgeon  runs  his  instrument 
into  a  flesh  wound  to  keep  it  open,  lest  it  heal  too 
rapidly,  we  turn  our  faces  to  the  wall,  and  set  our 
muscles,  and  nerve  ourselves  against  the  well- 
meant  infliction ;  so,  when  our  hearts  are  probed 
in  careless  gaiety  by  dear,  unconscious  friends,  we 
summon  all  our  pride  and  all  our  endurance,  and 
steel  om-selves  to  bear,  and  never  wince  nor  quiver 
Avhile  the  iron  seems  to  enter  into  our  souls. 
Philip  Stoney  was  but  a  ruined  brewer  after  all ; 
yet  he  was  capable  of  self-devotion  and  self-sacri- 
fice,  such  as   we  ascribe,   on   somewhat  slender 
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grounds,  to  the  era  of  cliivalry,  and  possessed, 
moreover,  that  leavening  of  romance  which  lies 
deep  in  the  characters  of  most  Englishmen,  and  is 
so  seldom  permitted  to  appear  on  the  surface. 

Had  he  known  Multiple  to  be  a  good  man  and 
true,  I  believe  he  could  have  merged  his  selfish 
feelings,  and  forgotten  his  own  disappointment  in 
Helen's  welfare.  I  believe  he  could  have  borne  to 
see  her  happy  with  another,  and  been  even  thankful 
for  her  sake ;  but  what  he  could  not  bear  was,  that 
she,  his  treasure,  his  ideal,  and  his  pride,  should 
knowingly  throw  herself  away  on  a  man  whom,  if 
she  had  loved,  she  woukl  not  have  been  the  Helen 
he  adored. 

Mrs.  George  read  his  thoughts,  and  Avas  sorry 
for  him  ;  more,  she  interposed  to  save  him  further 
tortm-e,  by  rising  from  the  tea-table,  and  so  pro- 
moting a  general  break-up.  Her  good  intentions 
were,  however,  anticipated  by  the  return  of  Doctor 
Blair,  who  stood  like  an  apparition  in  the  doorway, 
with  an  expression  of  grim  contentment  on  his  re- 
markable features.  Dot  jumped  up  incontinently 
from  under  the  table,  and  seized  liis  bony  hand  to 
pull  him  in. 

"  What  news  of  the  patient  ?  "  was  inquired,  in 
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chorus,  by  all  the  tea-drinkers;  Miss  Prince 
adding,  on  her  o\yn  account^- 

"  I  am  sure  there  is  hope,  Doctor,  by  the  favour- 
able expression  of  your  face  !  " 

Blair  sat  do\\Ta,  and  shook  his  head  gravely. 

"  There's  a  nurse  at  wark,  yonder,"  said  he,  "  to 
beat  the  Avhole  College  o'  Surgeons  all  to  rubbish, 
and  they  call  her  Dame  Nature.  The  lad  was 
sensible  a  while  syne.  He's  a  wise-hke  lad,  yon, 
and  gotten  a  fore-arm  like  a  smith's !  His  heed 
maun  be  as  hard  as  whinstane ;  but  ye'll  obsairve 
that  whan  Dame  Nature  kens  the  brain  is  worth 
the  trouble  o'  jiresairviu',  she'll  no'  forget  to  hap  it 
up  in  a  gay  stout  box.  I'd  be  loth  to  '  trephine ' 
the  lad,  whilk  the  ignorant  tairm  '  trepannin,'  for 
he's  maist  oot  o'  danger  the  noo.  A's  no  tint  that's 
in  hazard,  ye  ken,  or  Miss  Dot  here  would  gar  us 
greet  baith  sides  our  mouths  ilka  day  in  the  week. 
Na,  na :  I'll  no  '  trephine '  the  lad,  'gin  he'll  pull 
through  as  he  stands." 

"  Do  you  consider  him  out  of  danger?"  asked 
two  or  three  voices  simultaneously,  in  the  weak 
expectation  that  any  doctor  would  answer  such  a 
question  point-blank. 

"  I'm  no'  by  ony  means  oot  o'  danger  mysel' ! " 
VOL.  III.  L 
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replied  Blair,  gallantly,  "  with  twa  such  braw 
leddies  at  my  side,  no'  to  speak  o'  little  Missie 
here  on  my  knee.  But  the  lad's  progressin',  pro- 
gressing slowly,  but  favourably.  He  wandered  a 
Avee  thing  at  the  first,  whan  he  cam'  round ;  and 
he's  been  anxious  syne,  just  afF  an'  on,  an'  awfu' 
taken  up  aboot  a  doag.  He  canna  rest  for  tliink- 
in'  aboot  his  doag,  puir  fallow ;  an'  I  was  just  forced 
to  humour  him  and  tell  him  we  would  ha'e  the 
beastie  advairtis'd." 

'•'  I  hope  you  will  keep  yom-  word,"  said  Philip. 
"  He'll  not  get  well  half  so  fast  if  he's  lost  any- 
thing he  sets  his  heart  on ;  and  your  skill,  Doctor, 
will  not  get  half  the  credit  of  his  cure." 

"  Hoot,  fye ! "  replied  Blair.  "  There  sma' 
skeel  in  mending  siccan'  a  clout  in  the  pan  as  yon  ! 
I'm  no'  sayin'  but  what  he's  been  corrackly  treated, 
though  it's  not  possible  to  go  ■wrong  in  cases  like 
these  wi'  a  healthy  subjeck.  I  promised  him, 
natheless,  Mr.  Stoney,  just  to  ease  his  mind ;  an' 
noo  I'll  see  an'  comb  oot  a  bit  adverteesement, 
just  to  keep  touch,  ye  ken." 

Doctor  Blair  sat  down  accordingly,  at  the  in- 
stance of  his  two  hostesses,  both  of  Avhom  were 
naturally  bursting  with  curiosity,  and  proceeded  to 
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write  oiit  an  advertisement   for   the   next   day's 
Times,  couclied  in  tlie  following  words : — 

"Lost,  in  the  immediate  neigbboiirliood  of  Sliort  Sti-eet, 
Strand,  between  the  hours  of  twelve  and  two  o'clock,  yesterday, 
a  rough  black  and  grey  Terrier,  of  the  famous  Castle  Cropperton 
breed.  Whoever  shall  bring  the  same  to  the  barman  of  the  Dog 
nnd  Donkey  Tavern,  Strand,  will  receive  a  reward.  The  terrier 
is  perfectly  domesticated,  and  answers  to  the  name  of  '  Tatters.'  ' 

"  Tatters ! "  exclaimed  everybody  in  a  breath, 
as  the  Doctor,  not  without  pride,  read  out  this 
choice  and  discreet  composition.  "  Tatters !"  and 
they  looked  at  each  other  in  utter  bewilderment 
and  surj)rise. 

"  Ay,  Tatters !"  repeated  the  Doctor,  with 
strong  displeasure.  "  What  na  like  name  's  yon 
for  a  doag  ?  If  they  called  him  Wallace,  now,  or 
JMungo,  or  even  Dawvid,  there  might  be  some 
sense  in  them.  But  Tatters !  It's  no'  wise- 
like!" 

"  And  this  is  a  young  man,  you  say  ?"  inter- 
rupted Philip,  eagerly.  "  A  man  of  my  age  or 
less,  and  a  little  taller,  with  brown  hair  and  ruddy 
face,  and  strong  active  figure  ?" 

"  I'U  no'  say  much  for  the  colour  in  his  face," 
answered  the  Doctor.  "  Ye  ken  depletion  works 
as  quick  most  as  a  lick  o'  white  paint :  but  he's  a 

L  2 
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braw  lad,  like  yersel',  mon,  wi'  a  bonny  curl  in  his 
locks,  and  a  pair  of  sliouthers  that  might  ha' 
served  Sanmson  Agonistes.  I'm  thinkin'  this  lad's 
no'  been  that  far  from  the  Pheelistins  himsel'." 

"  Good  heavens!"  exclaimed  Philip.  "It  must 
be  Jack  Brooke !  What  can  have  happened  ? 
How  came  he  here  ?  Surely  there's  nothing 
wrong  at  Bridlemere  ?  I'll  go  and  see  him  this 
instant !  " 

"  You'll  no' !  "  replied  the  Doctor,  laying  his 
strong,  bony  hand  on  the  young  man's  shoulder, 
and  holding  him  by  its  pressure  forcibly  down  in 
his  chair.  "  He's  takin'  a  sleep,  and  whan  he 
waukens  the  morn,  we'll  ken  whether  he'll  live  or 
dee.  >See  an'  heljD  to  redd  up  the  tea-things,  mon. 
There's  Miss  Prince  lockin'  the  cookies  in  the  press. 
Whan  ye're  sorted,  mem,"  added  the  Doctor  to 
his  landlady,  gallantly,  "  Til  be  happy  to  tak'  a 
hand  at  the  cartes  Avi'  ye ;  an'  I'll  wager  a  baw- 
bee with  Miss  Dot,  that  she  canna  keep  still  for 
mair  than  five  consackutive  meenits  on  the 
clock ! " 


CHAPTER  VI. 


HIGH    PKESSURE. 


HEN  Pounder  had  disposed  of  the 
wounded  man  in  his  next-door  neigh- 
bour's house,  and  found  himself  de- 
serted by  liis  partner  at  the  earliest 
opportunity,  it  may  be  supposed  that  ho  reviewed 
the  doings  of  the  day  with  feelings  of  consi- 
derable apprehension  and  disgust.  It  seemed  an 
ugly  business  enough,  whichever  way  he  looked 
at  it.  Should  the  sufferer  die,  which  was  by  no 
means  improbable,  there  existed,  he  well  knew,  a 
Ibrm  of  justice  to  be  observed,  called  an  inquest ; 
and  even  when  verdicts  are  satisfactory,  jurymen 
often  make  unpleasant  remarks  on  facts  of  which 
they  disapprove,  as  revealed  by  the  evidence. 
Then,    at    the    best,    supposing  coroner    and   all 


150      THE  BROOKES  OF  BEIDLEMEEE. 

believed  the  story  of  the  fit  and  the  fall  against 
the  top  step  in  the  passage,  these  twelve  intelli- 
gent Englishmen  would  probably  demand  a  view 
of  the  j)remises ;  and  what  awkward  questions 
might  not  be  put  to  him,  Pounder,  as  to  his  pro- 
fession, means  of  livelihood,  general  character,  and 
antecedents?  which  conscience  reminded  him 
would  not  bear  examination.  It  was  hardly  jjos- 
sible  but  that  much  must  transpire,  which  it  was 
his  interest  and  hourly  endeavour  to  keep  secret. 
Again,  suppose  the  surgeon's  evidence  repudiated 
the  notion  of  a  fit  (and  the  money-lender,  a 
quick-sighted  man  enough,  remembered  the  ex- 
pression of  Blair's  countenance  when  that  affliction 
Avas  suggested  as  a  cause  for  the  accident).  Sup- 
jjose,  on  cross-examination,  it  should  turn  out  that 
Multiple  had  been  present  in  the  house,  thougli 
he  afjfirmed  to  Blair  he  had  only  been  passing  tlie 
door.  Suppose  the  workmen  in  the  adjoining 
building  should  have  heard  or  seen  somethino-  of 
the  scuffle,  two  against  one ;  and  suppose  the  jury 

should  return  a  verdict  of Oh !  that  was 

impossible  !  absurd !  He  would  not  allow  himself 
to  think  of  it.  The  man  would  be  sure  to  recover. 
People  did  not  die  of  a  crack  on  the  head.     This 
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fellow,  too,  was  as  tough  as  a  prizefighter ;  he 
could  not  but  allow  that,  when  his  partner  came 
to  help  him,  he  was  getting  the  worst  of  it ;  and 
he  was  no  chicken,  he  knew — had  been  one  of  the 
best  men  in  London,  either  with  or  without  the 
gloves,  at  five-and-tliirty ;  and  used  to  think  he 
could  wrestle  a  bit  even  later  in  life  than  that ! 
No — of  course  he  wouldn't  die ;  but  what  then  ? 
Except  as  a  hanging  matter,  his  recovery  would 
be  almost  as  prejudicial  to  them  as  his  death.  It 
would  blow  the  whole  connection  to  the  devil ! 

Here  was  a  young  man,  an  eldest  sou,  with 
whose  family  they  had  done  business,  whose  ante- 
cedents and  position  were  perfectly  well  known  to 
them,  half  killed  in  their  own  office,  under  broad 
daylight,  by  the  acting  partner  himself  (for,  of 
course  he.  Pounder,  must  bear  all  the  blame),  in  a 
disgraceful  fracas  about  a  bill.  Why,  the  Times 
would  take  it  up,  and  the  Morning  Post,  and  all 
the  Simday  papers,  not  excepting  BelVs  Life, 
which  would  devote  a  leading  article  to  the  affair, 
as  beino;  somewhat  in  its  own  line.  What  would 
be  the  consequence?  Young  spendthrifts  would 
avoid  a  den  of  usury,  in  which  they  were  sub- 
jected to  ill-usage  besides  exposure ;  fresh  paper 
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would  cease  to  float  into  tlieir  strong  boxes ;  old 
customers  would  extricate  themselves  at  any  sa- 
crifice from  their  clutches ;  and  all  the  brisk  trade 
they  had  been  doing  would  be  diverted  at  once 
into  the  jaws  of  Haman. 

It  was  no  pleasure  having  a  garden  at  Balham, 
even  a  fortnight  earlier  in  its  vegetation  than  last 
year,  while  involved  in  such  a  labyrinth  of  difficul- 
ties as  these  ;  and  Pounder  confessed  to  himself, 
for  once,  that  he  was  beat,  and  that  it  would  take 
a  wiser  head  than  his  to  decide  what  should  be 
done.  He  seldom  consulted  Multiple  on  matters 
of  business ;  for  that  gentleman  usually  so  ar- 
ranged, as  that  his  partner's  share  of  responsi- 
bility should  only  consist  in  seeing  his  own  in- 
structions carried  out.  Tliere  Avas  a  stringent 
general  order,  too,  against  bringing  Short  Street, 
under  any  circumstances,  to  Mayfair ;  in  other 
words,  Pounder  Mas  expressly  forbidden  to  visit 
Multiple  at  his  lodgings,  near  Piccadilly. 

In  an  emergency  like  the  present,  however, 
the  former  decided  that  any  breach  of  established 
discipline  was  permissible,  and  calling  a  cab  he  pro- 
ceeded westward  to  take  counsel  of  his  partner,  in  a 
high  state  of  j:ertnrbation  and  dismay.    From  sheer 
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habit  lie  carried  tlie  umbrella  in  his  hand  that  dealt 
the  final  blow.  Its  horn  handle  had  been  actually 
splintered  by  the  force  applied.  Pounder's  heart 
tailed  him  Avlien  he  observed  a  siuo-le  hair  from 
Jack's  brown  head  adhering  to  the  weapon,  and 
while  he  plucked  it  out,  a  blush  of  honest  shame 
crimsoned  his  broad  face  at  the  remembrance  of 
the  scuffle  and  its  results. 

The  money-lender's  predilections  were  all  in 
favour  of  a  fair  stand-up  fight,  and  the  bare  notion 
of  foul  play  was  extremely  distasteful  to  his 
sympathies,  natural  and  acquu-ed.  Till  he 
married,  and  settled  at  Balham,  he  had  been 
what  is  termed  a  "  sporting  man  "  about  London, 
frequenting  "sets-to,"  matches  against  time, 
pigeon  shootings,  dog-fights,  and  such  congenial 
conflicts,  professing  one  and  all  to  be  ojien  and 
above-board  tests  of  endurance,  strenirth,  and 
skill.  Their  theorv,  at  least,  admitted  nothinof  in 
the  shape  of  treachery,  or  unequal  odds ;  and  while 
their  honesty  was  of  a  very  questionable  kind,  its 
limits,  though  widely  extended,  were  never 
avowedly  overstepped. 

Pounder  was  better  adapted  for  an  old-fiishioned 
outlaw  than  a  modern  swindler,  although  in  his 
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case,  as  in  many  others,  education  and  liis 
partner's  example  had  done  much  to  engraft  a 
fair  stock  of  cunning  and  hypocrisy  on  his 
original  brute  strength  and  rough,  resolute  nature. 
He  was  thoroughly  discomfited  now,  and  feared 
that  he  could  not,  as  usual,  shake  off  his  business 
recollections  with  the  first  shriek  of  the  railway- 
engine.  Even  at  Balham  he  felt  too  surely  he 
must  be  haunted  by  the  doings  of  the  day :  the 
recollection  of  his  defeat ;  the  interference  of  his 
partner ;  above  all,  the  labyrinth  of  perplexity  in 
which  the  whole  affair  was  involved. 

While  his  cab-]iorse  slipped  and  scrambled,  and 
stumbled  up  the  Haymarket,  he  reflected  that 
nothing  but  Multiple's  extraordinary  cunning  and 
wealth  of  resources  in  emergency  could  save  them 
from  shipwreck  in  the  present  crisis. 

"He's  soft,"  thought  Pounder,  who  hated  him 
heartily  enough,  "and  selfish  and  luxurious,  I 
know.  I  don't  even  believe  that  he  has  got  a 
grain  of  pluck  in  him,  ^vhen  he's  fairly  tackled ; 
but  his  headpiece  is  a  good  one,  I  must  allow. 
The  best  I  ever  came  across,  or  he'd  had  it  broke 
many  a  time  by  now.  That  headpiece  will  pull 
us  througli  once  more,  I'll  ans'»ver  for  it.     I  shall 
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go  easier  down  to  dinner  when  I've  had  my 
instructions,  and  see  my  way  a  little  clearer  out 
of  this  infernal  mess !" 

Prepared  to  be  consoled,  he  jumped  out  and 
rang  the  bell.  "  Was  JMi-.  Multiple  at  home  ?  He 
must  see  him  directly,  on  business  of  importance." 

The  servant  knew  Pounder  by  sight  perfectly 
well.  "  He  was  very  sony,  Mr.  Multiple  was  not 
at  home — had  gone  out  early — expected  him  back 
every  minute.  Sure  to  come  in  at  dressing-time. 
Would  Mr.  Pounder  step  in  and  wait  ?" 

Here  was  another  difficulty.  Pounder  saw 
nothing  for  it  but  to  comply  with  the  valet's 
suggestion,  and  "'  stepped  in  "  accordingly. 

He  might  have  waited  all  day,  had  his  patience 
lasted,  for  Multiple  was  a  score  of  miles  out  of 
town  by  this  time,  meditating  his  decisive  stroke 
as  he  sat  solitary  in  a  first-class  carriage,  steaming 
down  to  Bridlemere. 

The  moment  had  arrived  to  play  his  last  card 
without  compunction ;  for  if  the  game  was  not  won 
and  the  stakes  landed,  before  Jf^"\  Brooke's  hard 
head  recovered  its  consciousness,  why  the  whole 
match  must  be  lost,  irretrievably,  once  for  all. 
He  rather  liked  the  excuse  for  final  measm-es; 
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rather  enjoyed  the  prospect  of  putting  the  strong, 
painful,  irresistible  pressure  on  that  haughty  girl 
with  her  dark  eyes,  whose  image  haunted  and 
goaded  him  like  a  curse ;  anticipated  with 
morbid  pleasure  the  probable  scene,  and  vowed 
to  have  amends  for  the  anxieties  and  humilia- 
tions he  chose  to  persuade  himself  she  had  made 
him  undergo. 

Perhaps  it  is  the  pace  at  which  we  speed, 
suggestive  in  itself  of  abnormal  energy  and 
power,  aud  comj)arative  ubiquity,  that  makes 
things  appear  feasible  when  we  travel  by  railway, 
though  we  considered  them  perfectly  impossible 
before  we  took  our  tickets,  and  shall  find  them 
extremely  difficult  to  accomj)lish  when  we  have 
arrived.  It  has  never  been  my  good  fortune  to 
cleave  the  skies  like  Dtedalus,  or  Mr.  Glaisher,  in 
a  balloon ;  nor  am  I  likely  to  do  so,  unless  the 
"  Deus  qui  vult  perdere,  prius  dementat ;"  but  I 
have  no  doubt  that  every  man  begins  to  feel  a 
hero  at  an  elevation  of  a  thousand  feet,  and  I 
fancy  that  for  consciousness  of  capability,  aud  a 
general  conviction  of  superiority  to  his  kind,  as 
the  horseman  is  to  the  pedestrian,  so  is  the  rail- 
way traveller  to  the  horseman,  and  the  aeronaut 
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to  the  railway  ti'aveller,  though  the  last  fly 
through  space  at  the  rate  of  sixty  miles  an  hour, 
on  the  wings  of  the  Liverpool  express. 

Multiple's  brain  was  seldom  idle,  but  it  did  not 
usually  work  so  fast  as  now,  while  he  traversed 
the  wide  green  pastures  grown  lately  so  familiar, 
that  told  him  he  was  approaching  Middlesworth 
station.     He  felt  none  of  the  diffidence,  none  of 
the  misgivings,  none  of  the  conflict  of  hopes  and 
fears,  half-cherished,  half-repressed,  that  chequer 
the  anticipations  of  a  true  lover  in  his  meetmg 
with  her  whom  he  has  taught  himself  to  esteem 
fairer,  arid  Aviser,  and  better,   and  harder  to  win 
than    all    the     other    daughters    of  Eve.       He 
neither  trembled  when  he  thought  of  his  princess, 
nor  did  his  heart  thrill,  and    his  cheek  burn  to 
feel  that  every  minute  and  every  mile  brought 
him    closer    to   her  presence ;    that   nothing  but 
the   near   horizon   now    divided   him    from    the 
palace  in  which  she  lived ;  that  yonder  line  of 
wooded  liills  was  within  the  range  of  her  vision  as 
of  his ;    that  tlie   very  breeze  which  stirred  the 
clump  of  leafless  poplars  at  the  station  where  ho 
gave  up  his  ticket  would  but  dally  with  that  half 
dozen  of  elms,  a  mile  off  on  the  height,  ere  it 
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passed  on  to  whisper  amongst  tlie  evergreens  in 
Helen's  garden,  under  her  windows  at  Bridle- 
mere.  These  are  lovers'  fancies,  fond,  foolish,  yet 
engrossing  for  the  time.  Multiple  was  no  fond, 
foolish  lover,  but  a  wooer — fierce,  resolute,  and 
not  to  be  denied. 

While  the  train  slackened  speed  to  glide  into 
Middlesworth  station,  he  clenched  both  his  hands 
tight,  till  the  costly  rings  he  wore  printed  marks 
in  his  soft  white  fingers,  smiling  with  the  smile  of 
one  who  has  taken  a  prey  for  which  he  feels  no 
pity,  and  got  an  enemy  at  a  disadvantage  to 
whom  he  will  extend  no  grace. 

Miss  Brooke's  walk  was  over  just  about  the 
time  Mr.  Multiple's  train  stopped  at  its  last  station 
but  one.  Helen  had  paid  her  usual  visit  to  Dame 
Batters,  whose  remarks  were  more  inconsequent,  as 
her  rheumatism  seemed  more  troublesome,  than 
common.  The  ghl  entered  her  own  garden  with 
drooping  head  and  slow,  listless  step.  Some- 
body had  compared  her  to  a  lily  once,  in  Philip 
Stoney's  hearing.  It  was  long  ago.  She  knew 
exactly  how  long,  and  could  have  named  tlie 
very  day  of  the  month  on  which  this  exceed- 
ingly trite   simile    was    proclaimed.      She   also 
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remembered  how  a  young  man  in  company  had 
clandestinely  gathered  one  of  those  sjiotless 
flowers  soon  after,  and,  too  shy  to  wear  it  in  his 
button-hole,  had  twirled  it  about  between  his 
fingers  till  the  stalk  broke.  She  had  not  forgotten 
how  he  picked  up  the  head  and  put  it  away  some- 
where— probably  in  his  pocket — with  great  care 
and  secresy,  beHeving  himself  unobserved.  And 
so  he  was  by  all  luit  her.  She  was  like  a  lily 
still ;  but  a  poor,  faded  lily  now — drooping, 
forlorn,  dejected ;  no  longer  the  priestess  of  the 
garden  and  the  pride  of  the  summer's  day. 

She  felt  oppressed  by  one  of  those  strange,  dim 
forewarnings  of  evil  to  which  we  are  subject  all 
our  lives,  but  especially  in  the  sensitive  season  of 
youth.  Forewarnings,  that  overshadow  us  with 
no  kind  of  reason,  and  that  arise  from  no  phantom 
revelations  of  the  futm'e,  but  from  the  certain 
influence  of  the  past.  Medically  speaking — not 
romantically — they  are  apt  to  originate  in  afiec- 
tions  of  the  heart.  Derangement  of  the  liver,  I 
suspect,  and  disorder  of  the  stomach  will  also 
create  these  depressing  sensations ;  but  though 
often  the  effect  of  bodily  ailment,  a  long  course  of 
mental  anxiety  is  sure  to  produce  them  in  their 
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most  distressing  form.  If  any  particular  mis- 
fortune happens  to  us,  after  one  of  these  morbid 
attacks,  we  hold  up  our  hands,  and  talk  vaguely 
about  mysterious  affinities,  and  tlie  -s^onderful  pre- 
sentiments of  the  soul.  If,  as  is  usually  the  case, 
nothing  out  of  the  common  way  takes  place,  we 
forget  all  about  them  directly ;  change  of  scene, 
or  diet,  or  society,  has  drawn  them  from  our  minds. 

Helen  felt  low  and  nervous  when  she  went  to 
dress.  Sitting  down  before  her  glass,  and  looking 
on  the  lovely  imago  it  reflected,  her  thoughts 
flowed  back  in  the  contemplation  of  her  own  face, 
to  him  for  whose  sake  alone  she  prized  the  beauty, 
which  she  could  not  but  be  aware  she  possessed. 
It  was  sad,  it  was  humiliating,  yet  it  was  not 
entirely  displeasing,  to  feel  how  everything  now 
reminded  her  of  him  ;  and  when  she  considered 
that  soon  it  Avould  be  a  crime  to  think  of  him  at 
all,  she  felt  justified  in  indemnifying  herself  by 
present  rebellion,  for  the  loyalty  that  must  never 
again  be  shaken  after  the  fatal  day  on  which  she 
had  2)assed  her  word. 

The  maid,  who  had  been  with  her  young 
mistress  in  the  nursery,  and  who  was  an  execrable 
hairdresser,  pulled,  and  parted,  and  brushed  out 
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Helen's  long  locks,  chattering  volubly  the  while, 
with  that  happy  insensibility  to  the  low  spu-its  of 
others,  enjoyed  by  so  many  of  her  class.  She  was 
especially  fluent  to-night  on  Mr.  John's  abrupt 
departure,  an  occurrence  sufficiently  unpre- 
cedented to  have  occasioned  many  surmises  below 
stairs,  and  condoled  with  Helen  on  the  probability 
of  her  sitting  down  alone,  in  the  event  of  his  not 
returning  to  dinner. 

No  lady's-maid — even  if  she  lived  in  a  booking- 
office — would  be  likely  to  have  the  remotest  idea 
of  the  time  at  which  any  train  in  the  twenty-four 
hours  was  due  at  a  station ;  and  though  people  were 
continually  arriving  at  Bridlemere  by  this  method 
of  transit,  Helen's  attendant  entertained  no  more 
distinct  notions  of  when,  or  how,  or  why  they  got 
to  Middlesworth,  than  if  she  had  resided  in  an- 
other kingdom,  instead  of  the  adjoining  parish. 

When,  therefore,  the  grinding  of  wheels  was 
heard  outside,  followed  by  an  alarming  peal  at 
the  door-bell,  it  never  occurred  to  her  that  this 
was  the  most  probable  hour  at  which  the  young 
Squire  would  return  by  the  quick  afternoon  train 
in  time  for  dinner,  having  been  up  to  London  for 
the  day. 

VOL.  III.  M 
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She  dropped  one  of  Helen's  long,  black  tresses, 
and  nearly  swallowed  a  great  two-legged  hairpin 
that  she  held  between  her  teeth. 

"Whoever  can  have  arrived  at  this  time  of 
night?"  exclaimed  the  handmaiden,  it  being  a 
quarter-past  seven  p.m.  "Master  Walter  isn't 
expected  back  from  the  barracks,  for  his  things 
isn't  laid  out,  nor  the  sheets  on  his  bed,  I  know. 
Lor !  Miss  Helen,  what  can  have  happened  ?  It 
give  me  quite  a  turn,  it  did,  to  hear  that  bell 
a-ringiug  so,  when  it  will  be  as  dark  outside  in 
half  an  hour  as  a  wolf's  mouth." 

"  You  can  go  and  see,  if  you  like,"  said  Helen, 
listlessly;  "tell  them  to  put  off  dinner  till  I 
ring,  and  mind  papa's  soup  is  ready  for  him  at 
eight  o'clock.  I'll  take  it  in  wlien  I  leave  the 
dining-room.  Hun  and  see,  at  once;  I'll  finish 
my  hair  myself." 

Helen  was  too  glad  to  be  let  alone,  even  by  her 
maid,  and  having  expected  all  day  that  Jack 
would  return  to  dinner,  to  which  meal,  indeed,  she 
would  not  have  sat  down  by  herself,  was  in  no 
way  startled  by  the  noisy  arrival. 

Soon  the  handmaiden  returned,  breatliless,  and 
clasping  her  side,  but  witli  tlic  beaming  face  of 
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one  "vvlio  bears  tidings  that  cannot  but  be  wel- 
come— 

"  Oh,  Miss  Helen !"  she  exclaimed,  "  only  think  ! 
It's  ]\Ir.  Multiple !  We've  ordered  his  things  to 
Master  Walter's  room,  and  he've  asked  me  him- 
self— and  him  looking  so  stout  and  well,  to  be 
sure — to  teU  Miss  Brooke,  with  his  compliments, 
that  he  hoped  he  might  jine  of  her  at  dinner,  and 
pay  his  respects  to  the  Squire  afterwards ;  and, 
oh !  Miss  Helen,  I'm  sure  I'd  better  get  out  your 
pink  tulle,  and  put  flowers  in  your  hair  now." 

Helen,  opposite  the  glass,  saw  her  own  face  full, 
and  its  expression  startled  her.  It  reminded  her 
of  a  girl  taken  along  Piccadilly  by  a  policeman 
one  day  when  she  was  riding  with  uncle  Archie. 
In  a  few  seconds  she  thought  she  had  grown  like 
that  poor,  desperate,  hardened  girl.  She  smiled, 
nevertheless,  scornfully  and  bitterly  at  the  maid's 
suggestion  of  putting  flowers  in  her  hair,  and, 
rising  at  once,  proceeded  hastily  with  her  toilet, 
that  she  might  not  keep  her  future  lord  waiting 
for  dinner.  Nevertheless,  when  she  had  ahnost 
finished  dressing,  and  her  maid  was  jerking  the 
indispensable  three  di'ops  of  scent  into  a  laced 
handkerchief  that  lay  ready  by  her  gloves,  she  did 

m2 
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not  disdain  to  put  on  two  more  rings  and  an  addi- 
tional bracelet,  in  honour  of  her  unexpected  guest. 
Because  she  hated  the  man,  was  that  a  reason  she 
should  not  look  her  best,  even  in  his  eyes  ?  As  it 
is  the  soldier's  pride  and  point  of  honour  to  pre- 
serve his  steel  untarnished,  though  shoes  be  worn 
and  uniform  in  rags,  the  ammunition  spent,  the 
bread  not  come  up,  flanks  threatened,  and  retreat 
cut  off,  so  woman  keeps  her  beauty  bright  and 
polished,  even  in  the  last  extremity  :  and,  though 
she  must  needs  surrender  it  to  the  bitterest  enemy, 
takes  care  to  give  it  up  without  a  speck  to  dim  its 
lustre  or  detract  from  the  value  of  his  prize. 

While  the  servants  were  in  the  room — and  you 
may  be  sure  that  on  such  an  occasion  they  did  not 
in  any  way  diminish  the  curiosity  and  surveillance 
habitually  exercised  by  these  familiars — the  con- 
versation Avas  carried  on  pleasantly  and  good- 
humouredly  enough.  General  topics,  of  a  self- 
evident  nature — such  as  the  lateness  of  the  spring, 
the  uncertainty  of  the  weather,  the  advantage  of 
railways,  and  the  health  of  the  family — formed  its 
basis,  just  as  they  did  for  you  and  your  bride  when 
you  dined  tete-a-tete  the  first  day  of  your  honey- 
moon, and  might  be  supposed  to  have  a  few  inte- 
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rests  in  common  which  would  bear  considerable 
discussion  ;  or,  as  they  did  that  wretched  evening, 
when  you  came  down  in  your  black  dress  to  sit  at 
the  accustomed  table,  when  the  routine  of  daily  life 
— interrupted  while  a  certain  room  was  darkened, 
and  a  certain  aAvful  Presence  pervaded  the  house 
of  mourning — had  subsided  into  its  usual  channel, 
the  servants  handing  successive  dishes  in  estab- 
lished order,  and  the  sad  hearts  present,  vainly 
affecting  to  interest  themselves  in  ordinary  topics, 
because  the  one  engrossing  subject  that  pervaded 
them  was  too  sorrowful  and  too  sacred  to  reveal. 

The  dinner,  as  it  seemed  to  Helen,  was  pro- 
tracted to  an  unusual  length,  and  yet  much  too 
soon  over  at  last.  Not  that  she  herself  did  justice 
to  its  cheer,  although  Multiple,  who  was  always  a 
methodical  person  at  dinner-time,  and  suffered 
nothing  to  interfere  with  his  materitil  pleasures, 
went  very  systematically  through  the  bill  of  fare, 
and  finished  off  with  a  glass  of  old  Port,  after 
cheese.  When  the  dessert  was  put  on  the  table, 
Miss  Brooke  rose,  and  muttering  something  about 
"papa's  soup,"  excused  herself  from  further  at- 
tendance, on  the  plea  that  she  always  sat  with 
the  Squire  for  haK  an  hour  before  he  went  to 
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bed ;  so  slie  sailed  out  of  the  room,  more  upright 
than  usual,  not,  however,  till  Multiple,  opening  the 
door  gallantly,  with  a  bow  and  a  flourisli,  chilled 
her  blood  by  whispering  that  he  "  had  seen  the 
Squire  himself  for  five  minutes  before  dinner, 
who  was  prepared  for  everything,  and  approved 
liighly  of  the  measure  !" 

After  this  parting  shaft,  he  rang  the  bell,  or- 
dered more  coals,  and  sat  down  to  his  claret  with 
an  appearance  of  complete  confidence  and  con- 
tentment. 

It  was  Helen's  last  chance.  While  she  took 
her  father's  soup  into  the  library,  she  meditated 
for  an  instant  some  such  appeal  as  a  daughter 
has  a  right,  and,  indeed,  an  obligation,  to  make. 
Her  heart  swelled  when  she  thought  of  the  fine, 
tall,  handsome  man  she  used  to  run  to,  with  all 
her  foolish  fears  and  troubles  as  a  child ;  of  the 
good-humoured  voice  that  made  light  of  her  diffi- 
culties ;  and  the  strong  arm  that  tossed  her  little 
form  to  his  shoulder — whence  she  looked  down 
on  the  world,  reassured,  triumphant,  and  consoled. 
He  would  come  to  her  rescue  to-day,  as  he  came 
when  the  brindled  cow  kept  her  prisoner  in  the 
orchard,  or  when  her  governess  punished  her  un- 
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justly  for  one  of  brother  Walter's  misdeeds.  It 
was  only  to  go  to  dear  papa,  jump  on  his  knee, 
make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  and  everything  was  put 
right.  Alas!  dear  papa  had  neither  body  nor 
mind  now  for  helping  her  over  a  hard  word  to 
spell,  or  a  high  stile  to  climb.  She  remembered 
what  the  doctors  said,  that  the  slightest  agita- 
tion might  be  fatal,  and  resolved  that  if  this  man 
had  so  far  forgotten  his  promise  as  to  have 
broached  the  hated  subject,  and  really  obtained 
the  Squire's  consent,  why,  the  sacrifice  must  be 
completed.  For  her  father's  sake,  and  Walter's, 
she  would  endure  without  comj)laint — but  it  was 
base,  ungentlemanlike,  dishonourable  of  Mr.  Mul- 
tiple— and  this  man  was  to  be  her  husband  !  The 
interview  between  father  and  daughter  was  of  no 
long  duration,  and  productive  of  no  disturbance, 
at  least  to  the  former.  Helen  entered  the  draw- 
ing-room with  a  flush  on  her  brow,  and  a  flash  in 
her  eye,  to  meet  her  future  lord.  He  had  hurried 
her,  he  had  mistrusted  her,  he  had  neither  honour, 
nor  generosity,  nor  common  delicacy.  It  was 
horrible  to  hate  him,  but  it  was  worse  still  to 
despise. 

He  was  already  settled  in  an  arm-chair  before 
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the  fire.  Brilliant  in  colour,  faultless  in  attire, 
comely,  lusty,  and  flushed  with  wine,  his  very  atti- 
tude and  bearing  seemed  suggestive  of  satisfaction 
and  confidence  in  himself.  He  did  not  even  rise 
when  Miss  Brooke  came  in,  but  put  out  his  hand 
as  she  passed  with  a  familiar  gesture,  as  though 
inviting  her  to  sit  on  his  knee.  She  stood  over 
against  him  on  the  hearth-rug,  very  angry — yes,  I 
must  admit  that  the  gentle,  good-tempered  Helen 
Avas  very  angry,  though  she  strove  to  speak  calmly 
and  without  raising  her  voice. 

"  Is  this  generous,  Mr.  Multiple  ?"  said  she. 
"  Is  it  fair  or  honourable,  or  even  the  common 
courtesy  of  a  gentleman  ?  You  have  no  right  to 
force  yourself  upon  me  when  I'm  alone  like  this — 
papa  so  ill,  and  my  brothers  both  away.  It's  in- 
famous, ]\Ir.  Multiple  —  it's  a  shame  !  —  it's  too 
bad!" 

"  You  look  very  handsome  when  you're  cross," 
he  answered  with  an  insulting  affectation  of  care- 
lessness. "All  you  dark  women  do.  But  I 
wouldn't  advise  you  to  give  me  too  much  of  this 
sort  of  thing  when  we're  married,  Helen.  I'm  a 
good-tempered  fellow  enough,  but  I  don't  like 
curry  for  dinner  every  day.     This,  I  suppose,  is 
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only  a  lovers'  quarrel,  and  you  mean  it  to  end  in  a 
lovers'  make-up.  AVell,  I'm  agreeable :  kiss-and- 
be-friends  is  a  very  pretty  game  for  a  winter's 
evening — hien  entendu — when  the  two  players  are 
quite  alone !" 

How  she  wished  for  brother  Jack's  arms  and 
shoulders  now — nay,  for  brother  Walter's  much- 
admired  ivory-handled  sword.  I  believe  that  in 
either  case  something  very  like  manslaughter 
would  have  been  the  result.  It  was  little  use,  how- 
ever, clenching  those  pale,  slender  fingers,  and 
the  nearest  weapon  of  offence  was  only  a  sandal- 
wood paper-cutter  after  all.  What  would  some- 
body else  say  (somebody  whose  every  tone,  when 
he  spoke  to  her,  on  the  merest  trifle,  was  be- 
tween a  prayer  and  a  caress),  if  he  could  see  her 
now  ?  The  thought  softened  her,  and  she  con- 
tinued pleading  more  mildly,  with  a  httle  tremble 
in  her  voice,  that  betokened  tears  not  very  far 
off. 

"  At  least,  you  should  have  given  me  time — 
you  had  my  promise,  and  surely  that  ought  to 
have  been  enough.  When  you  know  us  better, 
Mr.  Multiple,"  she  added,  forgetting  from  its  fami- 
liarity the  very  chain  that  galled  her  to  the  quick. 
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"  you  will  not  require  to  be  told  that  the  word  of 
the  Brookes  is  as  good  and  better  than  their 
bond." 

"  I  would  not  give  much  for  the  one  or  the 
other  from  some  members  of  your  family,  Helen," 
he  retorted,  brutally.  "  I  know  quite  enough 
about  their  bonds,  and  the  only  word  I  mean  to 
test  is  yours.  Come,  you've  ridden  the  high  horse 
quite  long  enough.  I  think  it's  time  for  me  to 
assume  some  of  the  authority  of — of  a  husband, 
Helen — that's  what  I  mean  to  be." 

He  thought  she  was  cowed  by  his  unconcealed 
disregard  for  her  feelings,  and  that  she  only  wanted 
"  taking  hold  of,"  as  he  called  it,  to  give  in.  Of 
course,  he  drove  her  too  far. 

"  I  am  not  married  to  you  yet,  sir,"  she  ob- 
served, in  a  low  voice,  between  her  set  teeth ; 
*'  and  it  remains  with  me  still  to  decide  whether  I 
shall  ever  become  your  wife." 

He  wheeled  his  chair  round,  so  as  to  look  full 
into  her  face,  and  there  was  no  less  of  bitter,  mali- 
cious triumph  in  his  eyes  than  in  his  voice,  while 
he  replied,  ^^ Does  it?  I  think,  perhaps  you  may 
find,  my  fine,  resolute,  haughty  young  lady,  that 
you  are  not  quite  so  free  an  agent  as  you  suppose. 
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Look  you  here,  Miss  Brooke — or  rather  Helen,  for, 
after  all,  you  belong  to  me  now ;  and  if  I  choose 
to  call  you  Helen,  who  shall  interfere  with  me  ? 
Look  you  here,  it's  time  for  you  and  me  to  under- 
stand each  other.  I  have  got  a  pull  over  you,  and 
I  mean  to  use  it.  If  you  do  not  choose  to  fulfil 
your  solemn  engagements  at  my  own  time,  and  in 
my  own  manner — by  Heaven,  I'll  make  such  an 
example  of  your  boasted  name  of  Brooke,  that 
you'll  hide  your  heads,  every  one  of  you,  whenever 
honour  is  so  much  as  spoken  of  amongst  the  upper 
classes,  or  honesty  amongst  the  lower !  I  mean 
it,  I  tell  you,  and  I'll  do  it  too,  as  sure  as  I  sit 
here !" 

"  You  threaten  me  !"  she  sobbed  out,  wild  with 
fear,  and  hatred,  and  despair.  "  You  threaten 
me !    What  can  you  do  ?" 

"  I  can  try  Mr.  Walter  Brooke  for  forgery ;  that 
is  what  I  can  do !"  retorted  Multiple,  whose  tem- 
per was  rising  fast.  "  And  if  I  cannot  transport 
your  favourite  brother  for  life  as  a  convict,  I  have 
proof  under  my  hand  that  ^vill  drive  him  out  of 
England,  and  debar  him  from  the  society  of  every 
honest  man  on  the  Continent,  or  elsewhere.  Come, 
Miss  Brooke,  this  is  child's  play.     I  don't  want  to 
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bully  you,  but  you  must  know  a  man  does  not 
waste  his  chances  when  he  enters  for  such  a  j)rize 
as  yourself.  Tliat's  the  way  to  put  it,  isn't  it  ?  Be 
reasonable  ;  je  suis  hon  diable  moi — not  such  a  bad 
fellow  after  all,  only  I  mean  what  I  say ;  and  no 
consideration  on  earth  has  ever  yet  turned  me 
from  an  object  I  have  resolved  to  accomplish." 

The  chain  was  too  heavy,  the  pressure  too 
severe — she  could  fight  against  it  no  longer,  she 
was  beginning  to  cry  now,  and  a  woman's  tears  are 
always  the  prelude  to  surrender. 

"  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?"  she  asked,  in 
such  a  sad,  helpless  voice  as  moved  even  Multiple 
to  a  certain  measure  of  remorse. 

"  Be  reasonable,"  he  answered,  "  that  is  all  I 
ask.  Do  not  fly  out  at  me,  right  or  wrong,  when- 
ever you  are  in  bad  spirits,  or  a  bad  temper.  We 
might  be  happy  together,  Helen,  if  you  would  only 
believe  it.  I  think  I  should  learn  to  be  a  better 
man,  a  different  man  altogether,  if  you  could 
bring  yourself  to  care  for  me  a  little.  However, 
that  will  come.  It  must  come,  when  we  have 
known  each  other  longer.  Meantime,  you  have 
misjudged  and  misunderstood  me.  I  am  not  here 
to-night  to  force  my  society  on  you,  nor  to  take 
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advantage  of  your  loneliness.  Far  from  it ;  I 
came  down  in  virtue  of  my  present  connection 
with  the  family  to  break  a  little  piece  of  bad  news, 
on  which  I  kept  silent  till  you  had  finished  dinner, 
and  before  the  servants,  lest  your  father  should  by 
any  chance  learn  what  has  taken  place.  It  is  bad 
news  enough,  but  I  trust  there  is  no  real  cause  for 
alarm.     Your  brother  Jack " 

Helen  gave  a  little  cry,  and  sat  down,  looking 
intently  in  the  speaker's  face  with  her  large  dark 
eyes.  He  thought  how  handsome  she  was,  and 
went  on — 

"  Your  brother  Jack  has  met  with  an  accident. 
Nothing  dangerous,  I  honestly  believe,  but  still  a 
serious  and  unpleasant  accident  enough,  which  will 
prevent  his  being  removed  for  some  little  time. 
He  is  in  excellent  hands,  and  has  the  best  surgical 
advice.  I  took  care  of  that.  He  does  not  like 
me,  Helen,  but  still  he  is  your  brother," 

'•'  Oh,  thank  you !"  she  murmured,  "  It  was 
good  of  you.  I  am  grateful.  I  am,  indeed.  Tell 
me  what  has  happened.     Tell  me  all." 

"T\Tiy,  the  fact  is,  you  know,  Helen,  young 
men  will  be  young  men,"  replied  ]Multij)le,  in  what 
he  considered  a  confidential,  domestic  tone ;  "  and 
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Jack,  though  he  seems  so  steady,  is  no  exception, 
I  suppose,  to  the  general  rule.  As  far  as  I  can 
learn,  he  went  into  an  office  near  the  Strand,  be- 
longing to  a  person  with  whom  I  have  some  slight 
acquaintance,  for  the  purpose  of  raising  money. 
Jack  is  an  eldest  son,  you  know,  and  your  poor 
father's  life  is  none  of  the  best.  I  wish  he  had 
consulted  me  first ;  I  might  have  been  of  service 
to  him.  However,  that  has  nothing  to  do  with  it. 
Well,  he  seems  to  have  had  something  like  a 
fainting  fit.  I  think  I  have  heard  him  say  he  is 
subject  to  them  in  the  spring — and  falling,  struck 
his  head  severely  against  some  article  of  furuitm-e, 
I  believe.  Nothing  very  alarming,  after  all,  but 
still  enough  to  keep  him  quiet  for  a  day  or  two. 
I  happened  to  be  passing  in  the  street  when  they 
were  taking  him  to  a  doctor,  and  I  need  not  tell 
you  I  never  left  him  till  I  saw  him  made  quite 
comfortable,  and  ascertained  that  he  was  out  of 
danger,  of  course." 

"  Where  is  he  ?"  exclaimed  Helen,  eagerly.  "  I 
must  go  and  nurse  him!  Papa  is  wonderfully 
better.     I  might  go  up  to-night." 

She  was  playing  every  card  into  his  hands.  He 
could  no  longer  conceal  Jack's  whereabouts,  nor 
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was  there  any  object  in  doing  so ;  but  if  Ilelen 
was  resolved  to  constitute  herself  head  nurse  forth- 
with, how  could  the  gentleman  become  more  tho- 
roughly established  as  one  of  the  family,  or  the 
lady  compromise  her  character  more  completely 
than  by  their  journepng  up  to  London  together 
for  that  purpose  on  the  morrow  ? 

"  He  is  at  Xo.  100,  Short  Street,  Strand,"  an- 
swered Multiple,  frankly.  "  A  comfortable  place 
enough,  with  the  best  professional  advice.  You 
will  now  see.  Miss  Brooke,  what  injustice  you  have 
done  my  motives  in  coming  down  to-night.  My 
intention  was  to  take  your  place  in  attendance  on 
your  father,  had  he  been  worse,  or,  if  that  was  un- 
necessary, to  offer  my  escort  to  London  to-morrow 
that  you  might  join  your  brother." 

A  bright  blush,  colouring  her  very  temples, 
swept  over  Helen's  face  while  he  spoke,  succeeded 
by  a  deadly  paleness.  I  cannot  tell  what  commu- 
nications may  have  been  still  kept  up  between  the 
George  Stoneys  and  their  old  friends  in  Middles- 
worth,  nor  how  Miss  Brooke  came  to  know  Mr. 
Philip's  address,  and  the  fact  that  he  was  lodging 
mth  Lady  Julia  Treadwell's  old  governess.  She 
had  heard  it,  nevertheless,  and  it  had  not  escaped 
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her  memory.  Her  lieart  thrilled  with  happiness 
to  think  that  she  would  at  least  see  him  once 
more,  and  then — a  keen  pang  smote  the  fond, 
faithful  heart  to  reflect  how,  and  in  what  capacity, 
she  must  meet  him  again. 

Multiple  saw  the  blush,  and  the  tender  look 
in  the  dark  eyes ;  he  misinterpreted  both,  as  was 
natural,  and  began  to  hope  he  might  teach  her  to 
love  him  a  little  in  time  after  all. 

Perhaps  this  rendered  him  more  gentle,  more 
amenable  to  her  wishes  than  he  would  otherwise 
have  been.  He  made  no  objection  to  her  early 
retirement,  in  consideration  of  their  proposed 
journey,  which  it  was  agreed  should  take  place 
immediately  after  breakfast.  Nay !  beyond  a 
passing  frown,  and  a  smothered  oath,  he  showed 
neither  anger  nor  disappointment,  when  Helen, 
ringing  for  hand-candlesticks,  adroitly  bade  him 
good-night  in  presence  of  the  servants,  thus  avoid- 
ing any  warmer  leave-taking  than  the  habits  of 
society  enjoined.  Poor  girl !  She  had  not  forgotten 
that  first  caress,  which  seemed  still  to  fester  on  her 
brow ;  she  shuddered  at  tne  idea  of  such  another, 
loathing  and  dreading  so  her  future,  that  she  could 
•  even  force  herself  to  banish  it  from  her  thoughts. 
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He  was  well  satisfied  thus  far.  The  game  was 
going  just  as  he  wished.  Of  course  there  must  be 
little  difficulties,  little  hesitations,  he  reflected. 
Women  were  such  fools !  and  never  seemed  to 
know  their  own  minds ;  but  the  thing  was  as  good 
as  settled  now,  and  after  the  journey  to-morrow  she 
would  have  neither  wish  nor  excuse  for  delaying 
the  ceremony  that  was  to  put  an  end  to  all  this 
trouble  and  self-restraint. 

He  mixed  himself  a  stiff  glass  of  brandy-and- 
water,  which  he  carried  off  to  Walter's  apartment, 
and,  having  made  up  the  fii-e,  proceeded  to  smoke 
one  of  his  best  cigars  in  a  very  contented  frame  of 
mind. 

Helen's  head  was  in  a  whirl.  When  she 
reached  her  own  room  and  tried  to  look  steadily 
at  the  difficulties  before  her,  they  seemed,  as  it 
were,  to  surround  and  hem  her  in,  ere  they  crushed 
her  beneath  their  weight.  On  one  thing  she  was 
resolved  !  Notliing — no !  nothing  on  earth  should 
induce  her  to  meet  Philip,  for  the  first  time  since 
that  well-remembered  parting,  in  the  character  of 
Mr.  Multiple's  bride.  Poor  fellow!  he  did  not 
deserve  it !  Something  told  her  how  hard  and 
heavy  the  blow  would  fall.     It  should  not  come 
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from  lier  hand,  if  she  died  for  it.  Yet  she  must 
hasten  to  Jack.  He  was  evidently  very  se- 
riously hurt.  Her  place  was  sm-ely  by  his  side. 
What  to  do?  Oh!  What  to  do?  Was  it  woman's 
curse  that  she  must  thus  be  eternally  hemmed 
in  by  forms  and  customs,  and  never,  though  her 
heart  was  breaking,  be  allowed  to  act  for  herself? 
Long  after  her  maid  left  her  she  sat  looking  at 
the  fire,  thinking — thinking;  but  as  the  stable- 
clock  was  striking  two  she  stole  softly  down-stairs, 
in  a  dark  morning  dress,  with  a  travelling  bag  in 
lier  hand.  She  let  herself  out  at  the  back  door, 
and,  I  need  not  say,  though  the  lock  was  stiff  and 
the  bolts  were  rusty,  woke  none  of  the  men-servants 
sleeping  on  the  ground  floor  for  purposes  of  vigi- 
lance in  case  of  alarm.  Then  she  walked  across 
the  park  to  Dame  Batter's  cottage,  roused  that 
old  woman,  who  took  her  at  first  for  a  ghost — dis- 
appointed, though  re-assured,  when  convinced  of 
her  l)odily  presence — asked  leave  to  sit  by  her  fire 
for  an  hour,  binding  her  solemnly  to  secresy,  and 
at  dawn  had  taken  her  place  in  the  early  train  that 
would  reach  London  long  before  Multiple  was  up. 


CHAPTEE  YII. 

"NOBLEE   KING." 

EM  BATTERS,  thougli  a  heavy  sleeper  at 
most  times,  partook,  ou  the  night  in 
question,  of  the  same  restlessness  that 
distm-bed  his  mother's  slumbers,  and 
kept  Miss  Brooke  watching  so  eagerly  for  the  pale- 
eyed  dawn.  It  was  scarcely  daylight  in  London, 
when  a  dismal  and  heartrending  howl  from 
Tatters  caused  him  to  start  up  broad  awake  on  his 
ragged  pallet,  and  to  discharge  horrible  oaths  at 
the  corner  in  which  a  hairy  little  form  could  be 
vaguely  discerned  sitting  on  end,  utterly  broken- 
hearted and  forlorn.  Poor  Tatters,  in  the  recol- 
lection of  his  short  life,  had  never  before  slept 
away  from  Bridlemere,  and  now  to  find  himself 
in  a  strange  place,  with  a  strange  man,  uncertain 
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where  his  own  master  was,  subjected  besides  to 
the  indignity  of  a  chain  and  collar,  was  a  combi- 
nation of  misfortunes  so  crushing  as  to  call  forth  a 
succession  of  the  loudest  and  most  dismal  wails, 
appeahng  to  all  creation  against  the  injustice  of 
his  fate.  He  would  not  eat,  a  plate  of  broken 
victuals  lay  disregarded  by  his  chain.  He 
would  not  drink,  and  had  indeed  immediately 
upset  tlie  saucer  of  dirty  water  provided  for  him, 
in  his  struggles.  He  gasped,  he  panted,  he  whined 
without  intermission,  and  at  stated  intervals  drew 
out  one  of  tlie  long,  melancholy  notes  that  now 
woke  Jem  Batters,  and  elicited  from  that  repro- 
bate no  modified  expressions  of  anger  and  disgust. 
The  dog-dealer  was  not  altogether  satisfied  with 
his  capture.  All  his  life  he  had  entertained  a 
feeling  of  admiration  for  the  young  squire,  and  he 
almost  loved  him  since  he  had  seen  him  hold  his 
own  so  well  in  the  fierce  wrestling-bout  he  wit- 
nessed from  his  place  of  concealment.  It  went  to 
his  heart  to  rob  so  tough  a  fighter  of  his  dog,  and 
if  ever  Jem  entertained  scruples  as  to  the  exercise 
of  his  profession,  it  w^as  now,  sitting  up  in  the  cold 
light  of  dawn,  with  a  dry  mouth,  a  shaking  hand, 
and  a  sense  of  irritation  and  discontent  at  every- 
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thing  in  the  world  pervading  his  whole  frame.  He 
reUeved  his  mind  by  flinging  one  of  his  boots  at 
Tatters,  with  a  profane  injunction  to  be  quiet. 
The  terrier  bit  the  missile  through,  and  shook  it  in 
defiance,  but  continued  howling  more  persistently 
than  before. 

Jem  resolved  to  consult  a  friend  in  his  dilemma, 
and  for  that  purpose  rose  from  his  pallet  on  the 
floor,  plunged  headforemost  into  the  shabby  shoot- 
ing-jacket that  did  duty  for  a  counterpane,  re- 
trieved his  boot,  put  a  hat  on  his  head,  a  pipe  in 
his  mouth,  and  so  was  dressed  for  the  day. 

Tatters,  watching  this  toilet  with  the  keenest 
attention,  forbore  to  howl,  earnestly  trusting  that 
a  change  of  any  kind  would  be  a  move  in  the  right 
direction.  The  dog  lay  down  when  Jem  left  the 
room,  with  his  mouth  close  to  the  floor,  and  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  narrow  chink  below  the  door,  as 
if  he  expected  his  master  to  appear  at  any  moment 
through  that  aperture.  He  must  have  been  dis- 
appointed when  in  half  an  hour's  time  his  gaoler 
returned,  accompanied  by  another  gentleman  as 
unlike  Jack  Brooke  as  possible. 

Jem  bore  in  his  hands  and  hat  the  materials  for 
breakfast,  three-pen'orth  of  pork,  some  veal  pie, 
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and  a  quartern  of  gin.  He  carried  also  a  ginger- 
beer  bottle  with  ink  in  it,  a  spectral  steel  pen,  and 
a  sheet  of  dirty  paper.  A  literary  effort  was  ob- 
viously pending,  and  Jem's  friend  afforded  no 
assistance  of  the  kind  unless,  as  he  expressed 
himself,  "  things  was  ready  squared,  a  drain  kep' 
handy,  and  Jiuin'  found  !" 

The  gentleman  on  whose  scholarly  attainments 
Jem,  in  common  with  a  large  circle  of  acquaint- 
ance, placed  implicit  reliance,  was  an  exceedingly 
smart  and  dirty  personage,  to  whose  profession 
his  very  remarkable  exterior  gave  no  clue. 

He  was  short,  swarthy,  flat-nosed,  and  a  good 
deal  pitted  with  the  small-pox ;  had  beady  black 
eyes,  jetty  ringlets,  curling  to  the  roots,  more 
oiled  than  brushed,  gilt  ear-rings,  and  a  scanty 
moustache.  He  wore  a  long,  black,  tailed- coat,  in 
the  last  stage  of  decomposition,  a  red  shawl  hand- 
kerchief with  white  spots,  apparently  no  shirt, 
drab  trowsers,  low  shoes,  and  straps.  To  the  inex- 
perienced, he  might  have  been  a  bird-fancier,  a 
bill-sticker,  a  pickpocket,  or  a  ship's  steward  out 
of  place.  To  those  who  had  studied  more  atten- 
tively the  different  industrial  branches  carried  on 
in  the  lower  walks  of  London-life,  he  represented 
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many  an  unfortunate  and  deserving  object  for  the 
bounty  of  the  charitable. 

He  was  the  daughter  of  a  beneficed  clergyman, 
in  the  Isle  of  Wight.  He  was  the  widow  of  a 
Crimean  officer,  reduced  to  the  last  stage  of  dis- 
tress, by  the  failure  of  two  commercial  houses  and 
a  bubble  bank.  He  was  a  Pole  escaped  from 
Siberia,  and  a  Missionary,  off  wliose  person  slices 
had  been  cut  and  eaten  raw,  by  the  Fee-jee 
islanders.  He  had  a  mother  in  a  mad-house ;  a 
young  wife  attacked  by  paralysis,  and  a  large 
family  of  children,  with  but  one  suit  of  clothes 
amongst  them,  boys  and  girls.  He  had  invented 
a  patent,  and  was  waiting  for  the  500/.  promised 
by  Government ;  therefore  only  required  a  loan 
for  immediate  necessities,  to  be  repaid  on  the 
fourteenth  of  next  month.  He  was,  in  himself,  a 
whole  division  of  discharged  soldiers,  with  pen- 
sions that  had  expired  for  unaccountable  reasons, 
at  unusually  short  periods.  Nay,  he  was  the 
mother  of  five  children  at  a  birth,  all  living,  and 
all  demanding  large  supplies  of  that  maternal  sus- 
tenance which  could  be  furnished  by  substantial 
food  alone ! 

Notwithstanding  his  Protean  nature,   and  the 
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various  characters  he  adopted  with  such  facility, 
]ie  represented  in  Jem  Batters's  garret,  nothing 
more  interesting  than  a  smart,  dirty,  dapper,  ugly 
little  man  of  five  and-forty ;  known  to  the  society 
he  adorned,  by  the  name  of  "  Nobler  King." 

Breakfast,  laid  on  a  soiled  pocket-handkerchief, 
soon  disappeared.  Tatters  was  offered  a  morsel  of 
veal  pie,  which,  possibly  recognizing  the  jjresence 
of  his  natural  enemy,  the  cat,  he  smelt  at  and  de- 
clined. Then  Jem  took  a  pull  at  the  quartern 
measure,  coughed,  wiped  his  lips,  and  passed  it  to 
"  the  Nobler,"  who  followed  suit  ere  he  proposed 
immediate  application  to  business. 

"  Shall  us  draw  it  mild,  Mr.  Batters  ?  "  said  he, 
"  or  shall  us  draw  it  strong  ?  Is  it  somethin'  to 
disclose  of  a  appalhn'  natur,  on  receipt  of  a  small 
sum  in  postage-stamps,  to  pay  unawoidable  ex- 
penses, from  a  well-wisher  and  a  Friend  ?  Or  is 
it  just  the  regular  thing  —  Urgent  distress  — 
'Umble  Supplication — Knuckle  down — and  grab 
wot  we  can  get  ?" 

"  The  Nobler ''  spread  his  paper  on  the  rabbit- 
hutch,  smoothed  it  out  with  his  greasy  coat-cuff, 
and  winked  solemnly  at  his  emj^loyer. 

"  It's  on  my  mind  about  the  dawg,"  answered 


"NOBLER   KING."  185 

Jem  uneasily.  "  'Taiut  in  my  buttons  to  keep  the 
dawg.  He's  a  beautiful  toy-dawg,  too,  Nobler, 
— ain't  him  ?  The  chap's  a  good  chap  as  owns 
the  dawg,  an'  he  shall  have  him  back,  so  he  shall, 
free-gratis  for  nothin'." 

"  Nobler  King's  "  eyes  twinkled.  It  seemed  a 
good  joke  to  hear  Jem  Batters  talk  about  return- 
ing the  stolen  animal  without  payment ;  but  pro- 
fessional etiquette  forbade  him  to  interrupt  the 
meditations  Avhich  it  would  be  his  part  to  comb 
out  into  an  involved,  eloquent,  and  ill-spelt  ap- 
peal. 

"  Tell'ee  how  it  is !"  exclaimed  Jem,  brinsins: 
his  fist  down  on  -the  rabbit-hutch  with  an  emphasis 
that  bounced  the  cork  out  of  the .  ink-bottle,  and 
drew  a  sharp,  angry  bark  from  Tatters.  "  This 
here's  wot  I  call  a  game,  tliis  is !  an'  I'd  as  soon 
be  shot  of  it  as  not,  mate.  'Taint  the  dawg,  bless 
ye,  'tis  the  chap  as  owns  the  dawg,  wot  beats  me 
in  this  here  game.  There' ve  been  murder  done. 
Nobler,  or  next  thing  to  murder,  anyway,  an'  I've 
a-been  a  what-d'ye-call  afore  the  fact,  I  have,  an'  I 
ain't  a  goiu  to  keep  dark,  I  ain't,  not  if  they  was 
to  hoffer  liberal.  Ten  cooter,  we'll  say,  and  'arf 
paid  in  advance !" 
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Jem  paused — reflected — finished  the  gin,  appa- 
rently in  absence  of  mind,  much  to  Mr.  King's 
disgust,  and  then  following  the  wisest  course  with 
a  professional  adviser  of  any  kind,  made  a  clean 
breast  of  it,  and  related  to  his  companion  the 
struggle  he  had  witnessed,  the  foul  play  that  had 
proved  fatal  to  one  of  the  combatants,  and  all  the 
circumstances  under  which  he  obtained  possession 
of  the  dog. 

"  Nobler  King  "  ruminated  deeply.  This,  he 
was  of  opinion,  seemed  a  case  for  a  threatening 
letter,  and  on  that  peculiar  style  of  composition, 
he  especially  prided  himself.  The  two  laid  their 
heads  together  for  a  long  consultation,  nor  indeed 
could  they  arrive  at  any  definite  conclusion,  till 
another  measure  of  gin  had  been  sent  for,  and 
consumed  at  the  visitor's  expense. 

Under  this  additional  stimulant,  with  much 
care,  repetition,  and  forethought,  the  following 
epistle  was  concocted  for  the  extortion  of  money 
from  as  unlikely  a  person  as  could  have  been  se- 
lected in  the  whole  of  London,  viz.,  Mr.  Pounder, 
of  the  firm  of  Multiple  and  Pounder,  Short  Street, 
Strand : 
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"  Me.  Poundek— Sir: 

"  Honoured  Sir,  this  from  a  Friend  and 
Well-wislier,  who  was  at  the  time  a  "Witness  also 
whereby  you  are  deceived  in  thinking  that  your 
Cruel  rage  and  bloody,  barbarous  doings  can  lie 
unbeknown,  ]\Ir.  Pounder. 

"  Sir,  it  was  broad  daylight,  and  he  saw  you 
strike  the  young  Man  down,  likewise  the  Hum- 
brellier  what  directed  the  Fatal  blow,  and  can 
swear  the  same  truly  in  this  court.  You  ought  to 
know,  honoured  Sir,  as  murder  never  go  Un- 
punished, and  if  you  will  send  three  shillings  and 
sixpence  in  postage  stamps  to  the  adcbess  here- 
with you  will  greatly  oblige  a  Friend ;  and  if  i 
had  not  respected  of  you  this  would  not  have 
taken  place ;  and  so  no  more  at  Present  from 
yom*  Well-wisher. 

"  If  two  half-crowns  was  payable  more  conve- 
nient, i  can  swear  easier  to  the  Other,  him  as 
took  oif  directly  as  the  coast  was  clear." 

Jem  Batters  grinned  with  intense  approbation, 
while  this  production  was  read  aloud.  It  com- 
prised, in  his  opinion,  all  the  elements  of  gi-andeur. 
It  was  vague,  awful,  mysterious,  indefinite.     At 
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the  worst,  lie  opined,  it  could  not  but  bring  back 
three  shillings  and  sixpence  in  postage  stamps; 
nor  was  he  without  hope  that  its  mixture  of  threat, 
promise  and  persuasion,  might  produce,  by  return 
of  post,  the  more  liberal  offering  of  hush-money 
comprised  in  the  two  half-crowns  suggested  by  the 
last  clause. 

"Nobler  King"  saw  that  his  composition  was 
appreciated,  and  determined  to  work  out  a  plan  of 
his  own  that  had  been  forming  in  his  brain  ever 
since  he  sat  down  to  breakfast  opposite  Tatters ; 
and  had  been  struck  with  the  correct  points  and 
general  beauty  of  that  hirsute  and  high-bred 
little  dog. 

The  sheet  was  folded,  wafered  and  directed, 
not  very  legibly,  to  the  proposed  recipient.  Jem 
suggested  a  further  outlay  of  one  penny,  for  a 
postage  stamp,  ere  he  dropped  it  into  the  nearest 
letter-box.  "  The  Nobler "  shook  his  head  in 
manifest  disapproval  of  this  unnecessary  extrava- 
gance. 

"  A  pen'orth  o'  baccy  would  do  us  a  sight  more 
good,"  said  he ;  "  and  wot's  the  use  of  your 
paying  the  Queen's  flunldes,  when  you  can  wait 
upon  yerself.     Here,  ketch  hold — take  and  drop 
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it  in  at  Pounder's  door.  The  walk  will  do  yon 
good,  man,  and  I'll  stay  an'  take  care  of  the  dawg 
till  you  come  back. 

Now  this  arrangement  of  his  friend's  was  cal- 
culated to  extricate  Jem  from  another  difficulty 
in  which  he  was  placed  by  the  surreptitious  posses- 
sion of  Tatters.  The  dog  was  so  shy  and  strange 
in  its  new  position,  that  he  hardly  liked  to  take  it 
with  him,  for  fear  it  should  slip  its  collar  and 
make  its  escape  in  the  street ;  while,  on  the  other 
hand,  to  leave  so  valuable  a  fancy  article  unpro- 
tected at  home,  was  a  temptation  to  which  he  had 
rather  not  subject  the  honesty  of  the  neighbours, 
particularly  with  so  bad  a  lock  as  that  which  fast- 
ened his  crazy  door.  He  brushed  himseK  up  a 
bit,  therefore,  by  the  simple  process  of  lacing  his 
boots  and  turning  his  hat  hindside  before,  ere  he 
sallied  forth  on  his  errand,  leaving  "  Nobler 
King"  with  a  yard  of  clay  in  his  mouth  to  keep 
watch  on  Tatters,  till  his  return.  A  trust  fulfilled 
by  that  worthy  in  the  usual  manner  since  the  days 
of  Diomed  ;  of  which  more  anon. 

Jem  Batters  proceeded  without  delay  in  the 
direction  of  Short  Street ;  but  so  much  time  had 
been  consumed  in  the  discussion  of  breakfast  and 
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the  com]3osition  of  the  missive  he  carried  (for 
greater  safety)  in  his  hat,  that  it  was  near  noon 
ere  he  reached  the  money-lender's  door.  Here  he 
dropped  his  note  stealthily  through  the  aperture 
provided  for  that  purpose,  and  hastened  up  the 
street  to  return  down  the  other  side,  and  cast  wist- 
ful glances  at  the  house  in  which  he  knew  Jack 
Brooke  was  lying  wounded,  suffering,  perhaps  in- 
sensible, or  even  dead ! 

Jem's  knees  knocked  against  each  other  when 
he  saw  the  blinds  down  in  the  front  drawing- 
room  ;  a  precaution  taken  indeed  to  prolong  the 
slumbers  that  heralded  the  patient's  recovery ;  but 
which  Jem,  with  a  confused  notion  of  obituary 
manners  and  customs,  interpreted  as  a  signal  that 
all  was  over.  His  heart,failed  him,  and  he  shrank 
with  natural  cowardice  from  ascertaining  the  truth 
he  dreaded ;  turning  homewards  at  once,  and  re- 
volving as  he  went,  whether,  if  Jack  Brooke  had 
really  no  more  use  for  him,  he  was  not  justified  in 
making  what  he  could  out  of  his  dog. 

Thus  it  came  to  pass,  that  at  the  corner  of 
Leicester-square,  Jem  nearly  ran  into  the  arms  of 
Sir  Archibald  Brooke,  walking  Avith  a  stout,  fresh- 
coloured  young  man,  whom  it  was  not  difficult  to 
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identify  as  jMi\  Eagman  de  Eolle.  The  latter, 
who  had  imbibed  the  greatest  possible  vene- 
ration for  his  friend's  uncle,  had  called  thus 
early  on  the  old  soldier,  to  ask  his  advice  in 
the  purchase  of  some  saddlery,  and  Sir  Archi- 
bald, dearly  loving  and  thoroughly  understanding 
everything  appertaining  to  his  favourite  animal, 
the  horse,  readily  accompanied  the  subaltern 
through  a  long  and  minute  inspection  of  saddle- 
trees, blankets,  valises,  wallets,  holsters,  stirrap- 
irons,  head-stalls,  tiger-skins  and  shaving-brushes 
— all  the  gaudy  paraphernalia  appertaining  to  the 
equipment  of  a  mounted  hussar. 

After  a  morning  so  spent,  it  was  but  natural  the 
pair  should  light  their  cigars  and  saunter  west- 
wards, with  an  eventual  prospect  of  luncheon  at 
"  The  Rag."  The  young  hussar  was  spending  his 
fortnight's  leave  between  "  Returns "  in  Loudon, 
and  made  the  most  of  its  every  moment.  No 
pedestrian  in  strong  training  did  harder  work 
than  honest  Rags  in  the  pursuit  of  pleasure.  It 
was  severe  enough  formerly,  when  he  contented 
himself  with  the  easy  dissipations  and  convivial 
amusements  of  his  club ;  but  now  that  he  asphed 
to  become  one  of  the  great  world,  and  to  frequent 
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a  grade  of  society  brightened  by  such  oruaments 
as  Lady  Goneril  and  the  Duchess  of  Merthyr-Tyd- 
vil,  why,  not  only  chd  the  bodily  fatigue  become 
excessive  and  exhaustive,  but  the  wear  and  tear  of 
mind  was  beginning  to  print  little  marks  about 
his  eyes,  and  to  fade  the  rosy  colour  in  his  cheek. 

The  unexpected  siglit  of  Sir  Archibald  brought 
Jem  Batters  back  at  once  to  his  former  self.  All 
the  superstructure  of  knowing  London  worldliness 
and,  slang  street-born  assurance  melted  away  at 
the  first  glimpse  of  that  kind,  familiar  face.  The 
old  feudal  feeling,  the  sentiment  of  clanship,  not 
yet  quite  extinct  amongst  the  country  peasantry 
of  England,  gained  its  accustomed  ascendancy, 
and,  Jem  never  knew  exactly  how  or  why,  he 
found  himself  standing  in  the  middle  of  a  cross- 
ing, with  his  hat  off,  asking  Sir  Archibald's  pardon ; 
and,  while  he  shrank  from  the  soldier's  keen  eye, 
pouring  into  his  attentive  ear  an  incoherent  tale, 
from  which  it  only  seemed  clear  that  Jack  Brooke 
had  been  murderously  attacked  by  a  person  named 
Pounder,  and  was  now  lying  dangerously  wounded, 
if  not  dead,  in  a  lodging-house.  No.  100,  Short 
Street,  Strand. 

Sir  Archibald's  adventurous  life  had  taught  him 

4  ° 
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to  extract  no  less  speedily  than  correctly,  the 
salient  points  of  a  perplexed  and  exaggerated 
narrative.  He  had  dealt  heretofore  >vith  panting 
aide-de-camps  despatched  by  infuriated  generals 
to  require  impossible  reinforcements  at  a  critical 
moment.  He  had  examined  frightened  peasants, 
caught,  collared,  and  cross  -  questioned,  with  a 
pistol  at  each  ear,  and  elicited  an  approximation 
to  the  truth  out  of  their  stammering  patois.  He 
had  even  sifted  the  evidence  of  native  Indian 
purveyors,  and  more  than  once  fished  up  a  grain 
of  fact  from  a  whole  bushel  of  falsehood,  overlaid 
with  all  the  trope  and  metaphor  of  Oriental  elo- 
quence. Also,  on  several  occasions,  generally 
under  a  galling  fire  from  the  enemy,  it  had  been 
his  lot  to  do  duty  with  officers  of  all  ranks, 
whose  method  of  getting  out  of  a  mess  was  the 
issue  of  contradictory  orders,  with  a  storm  of  per- 
sonal abuse,  accompanied  by  oaths  unfit  for  publi- 
cation. He  was,  therefore,  pretty  well  accustomed 
to  go  quietly,  coolly,  and  by  the  shortest  way,  to 
the  information  he  wanted  to  gain. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  had  learned  the  precise 
hour  at  which  his  nej)hew  was  attacked,  the 
residence  of  his  assailant,  and  the  place  where  he 
,     VOL.  III.  O 
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lay.  Also  liis  mfonnant's  own  address,  extorted 
unwillingly,  and  only  on  the  strongest  compulsion. 
Then  he  thought  for  a  while,  determining  to  ask 
no  assistance,  at  least  for  the  present,  from  the 
police ;  reflecting,  that  if  necessary,  he  could  so 
describe  his  informant  as  would  enable  justice  to 
lay  hold  on  him  at  any  moment ;  whereas,  if  this 
should  turn  out  to  be  some  foolish,  young  man's 
brawl,  there  was  no  occasion  to  make  it  public ; 
and  so  concluding,  put  half-a-crown  in  Jem's 
Avilling  hand,  and  turned  with  a  calm  face  and  a 
courteous  apology,  to  take  leave  of  his  friend. 

But  staunch  Eags  was  not  to  be  thus  shaken  off. 
"  I  didn't  mean  to  listen,"  said  he  ;  "  but  I  couldn't 
help  hearing.  I  can't  tell  whether  I've  learned 
more  than  you  wish  me  to  know,  but  as  far  as  I 
can  make  out,  Jack  Brooke  seems  to  be  in  a 
difficulty.  They're  great  friends  of  mine,  the 
Brookes,  and — and — you've  been  very  kind  to  me 
yourself.  Sir  Archibald.  I'm  not  a  talking  chap, 
you  know  ;  but  I  feel  these  things.  I  do  indeed. 
There's  nothing  would  give  me  greater  pleasure 
than  to  be  of  service  to  any  of  the  family.  Two 
heads  are  sometimes  better  than  one,  Sir  Archi- 
bald, even  when  there's  as   much  difference  as 
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between  yours  and  mine.  There's  a  bother  of 
some  sort,  I'm  sure.  I  should  take  it  as  a 
great  favour  if  you  would  allow  me  to  see  you 
through  it !" 

Sir  Archibald  knew,  nobody  better,  how  to  dis- 
tinguish between  the  conventional  politeness  of 
an  acquaintance,  and  the  unshrinking  loyalty  of  a 
friend.     He  grasped  Rags  warmly  by  the  hand. 

"  You're  a  trump !"  was  all  he  said.  "  I  know 
I  can  depend  upon  you.  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is, 
De  Eolle,  I  sliouldn't  mind  having  two  or  three 
fellows  like  you  at  my  back,  if  ever  I  went 
soldiering  again." 

Then  the  two  linked  arms  and  walked  off  to 
Short  Street,  without  another  word ;  the  younger 
man  very  proud  and  happy,  because  of  his  senior's 
commendations — for  Sir  Archibald's  compliments 
Avere  precious  from  their  rarity,  and  it  may  be 
that  Rags,  with  the  keen  enthusiasm  of  youth, 
rated  his  companion  even  more  highly  than  he 
deserved. 

In  the  meantime,  Pounder,  comparing  himself, 
with  a  grim  smile,  to  an  old  spider  watching  in  a 
corner,  sat  at  his  knee-hole  table  in  an  exceed- 
ingly uncomfortable   frame   of  mind.      He   had 
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taken  his  troubles  down  to  Balham  the  day  before, 
and  they  had  poisoned  the  whole  happiness  of 
that  pleasant  retreat  for  him  all  night.  He  could 
not  even  work  them  off  in  the  garden  at  day- 
break ;  and  when  he  reached  the  office  to  find  no 
news  of  Multiple,  no  directions  how  to  act,  they 
assumed  a  magnitude  that  completely  cowed 
and  overwhelmed  him.  He  had  ascertained  by 
inquiry  next  door,  that  the  patient  was  still  alive. 
He  could  elicit  nothing  more  decided  from  the 
maid-of-all-work,  who,  like  her  species,  delighted 
in  generalities ;  and  this  was  the  only  scrap  of 
consolation  he  could  get.  Ere  he  had  thoroughly 
digested  it,  however,  he  received  the  threatening 
letter  that  represented  the  joint  abilities  of  Jem 
Batters  and  Nobler  King.  This  mysterious  pro- 
duction only  added  to  the  multitude  of  his  per- 
plexities. 

One  thing  alone  seemed  clear — that  the  ship 
was  wrecked,  the  helm  abandoned,  and  it  behoved 
liim  now  to  shift  for  himself.  He  had  no  feelings 
of  regard  for  his  partner,  very  little  esprit-de-corps 
connected  with  the  business.  Mutual  interest 
alone  had  held  it  together,  and  the  oidy  principle 
acted   on  by  both   its  heads  throughout,  was  to 
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take  care  of  Number  One.  Pounder  beo;an  to 
think  he  had  better  throw  his  partner  over,  and 
make  terms  for  himself. 

He  speedily  ran  through  a  rough  calculation 
of  his  debts  to  Mr.  Multiple — debts,  that  is  to 
say,  for  which  he  was  legally  liable,  considering 
that  of  a  few  trifling  temporary  advances,  not  so 
stringently  secured,  it  was,  as  he  whispered 
softly  to  himself,  a  waste  of  time  to  make 
account. 

The  legal  debts  amounted,  however,  to  a 
large  sum,  though  not  quite  beyond  his  reach, 
if  he  chose  to  incur  great  personal  sacrifices 
for  that  which  he  felt  now  to  be  a  question  of 
personal  safety.  He  was  aware,  also,  that  the  two 
bills  he  held,  or  at  least  one  of  them,  was  valued 
very  highly  by  the  Brookes  as  affecting  the 
honour  of  their  family.  It  would,  doubtless, 
fetch  a  proportionate  price,  and  he  felt  justified, 
under  existing  circumstances,  in  making  terms 
on  his  own  account.  Altogether,  he  was  actually 
debating  whether  it  would  not  be  advisable  for 
him  to  communicate  at  once  with  Sir  Archibald, 
whom  he  knew  by  name  and  reputation,  when 
on  answering  a  knock  at  the  door,  that   his   ear 
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told  liim  proceeded  from  no  policeman's  or 
detectiye's  liand,  lie  found  himself  face  to  face 
with  that  gentleman  and  his  friend. 

They  had  inquired  at  the  neighbonring  house 
how  the  patient  was  getting  on,  and,  more  fortu- 
nate than  Pounder,  had  seen  Miss  Prince  in  the 
passage.  She  whispered  to  them  that  her  charge 
was  asleep,  and  they  discreetly  withdrew  at  once 
to  prosecute  their  researches  next  door. 

Pounder  backed  civilly  before  his  visitors  into 
the  very  room  in  which  the  conflict  had  taken 
place.  He  affected,  of  course,  to  ignore  the 
motives  of  their  presence,  and  rubbing  his  hands 
blandly,  as  usual,  remarked  that  "it  was  a  fine 
growing  morning  for  the  tiaie  of  year  ;  and  he 
never  in  his  life  remembered  money  so  tight  in 
the  City." 

Sir  Archibald  took  a  good  survey  of  his  man. 
measuring  liim,  as  it  were,  morally  and  physically 
with  his  eye.  AVhat  he  saw  in  no  way  deterred 
him  from  the  straightforward  course  it  was  his 
nature  to  adopt.  He  accepted  the  chair  offered 
him,  drew  it  close  to  the  table,  and  looked 
Pounder  full  in  the  face. 

"  You  are  a  man  of  the  world,  Mr.  Pounder, " 
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said  lie,  "  and  so  am  I.  I  know  yon,  and  I  dare- 
say you  know  me.  We  can  trust  each  other  in  a 
matter  of  plain  sailing,  where  it  is  the  interest  of 
neither  to  deceive.     I  have  a  bargain  to  propose." 

Pounder  smiled. 

"  Sir  Archibald  Brooke,  I  believe,"  he  observed, 
with  a  courteous  bow.  "  Money  matters  con- 
nected with  the  family,  I  presume  ?  You  are  aware, 
Sir  Archibald,  that  our  clients  rely  implicitly  on 
our  honour,  and  that  these  affau-s  are  conducted 
in  the  strictest  confidence.  Is  this  gentleman  a 
relative,  may  I  ask,  bearing  the  same  name  as 
yourself?" 

The  old  soldier  dissembled  his  impatience, 
though  the  words  "honour"  and  "confidence,"  in 
Pounder's  mouth,  m-itated  him  to  the  last  degree. 

"This  gentleman's  name  is  De  Eolle,"  he 
answered.  '•  Mr.  de  Eolle,  Loyal  Dancing 
Hussars.  He  is  an  intimate  friend  of  mine,  and 
the  business  on  which  I  am  entering  has  nothing- 
whatever  to  do  with  either  honour,  or  confidence, 
or  secrecy." 

Pounder  resolved  to  make  the  best  of  it  now, 
and  was  indeed  rather  pleased  with  the  turn 
things  had  taken. 
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"This  gentleman's  presence,"  said  he,  "much 
facilitates  matters  between  us.  I  shall  have  the 
satisfaction  of  consulting  you  both,  as  men  of 
honour,  on  an  affair  of  the  utmost  delicacy.  I 
presume  I  can  rely  on  your  assurance  that  it  goes 
no  further  than  this  room." 

Sir  Archibald  was  no  swearer  in  general,  but  he 
came  out  with  an  oatli  now. 

" it  all,  sir  !"  he  exclaimed,  "  you  talk  as 

if  you  were  an  officer  and  a  gentleman,  with  the 
honour  of  a  whole  regiment  confided  to  your  keep- 
ing! Come,  sir,  let  us  waive  all  this  absurdity, 
and  speak  in  plain  English.  I  know  enough  to 
send  you  to  hard  labour,  if  not  over  seas  as  a 
convict,  within  two  months  from  this  time,  if  I 
choose  to  divulge  my  knowledge,  and  produce  a 
witness  who  saw  everything  that  took  place  in  this 
very  room  only  yesterday.  You  are  liable  to  be 
arrested  now — at  any  moment,  for  conspu-acy,  if 
not  for  m.anslaughter,  and  you  carry  it  oft',  sir^  by 
Heaven  !  as  if  you  were  a  general  of  division  at  his 
own  headquarters." 

Pounder  liked  liiir  fiohtmg  best.  He  was 
neither  annoyed  nor  intimidated  at  the  other's 
tone ;  on  the  contrary,  he  felt  it  a  change  and  a 
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relief  to  have  to  deal  with  au  honest  man,  wh.o 
meant  what  he  said. 

"  I  am  glad  3^011  take  my  candonr  in  such  good 
part,  Sir  Archibald,"  was  his  temperate  reply. 
"  What  took  j)lace  in  this  oflSce  yesterday  was  no 
fault  of  mine.  Your  nephew,  a  fine,  athletic 
young  man,  Sir  Archibald,  endeavoured  to  possess 
himself  of  certain  papers,  by  force,  and  in  our 
joint  resistance — for  my  partner,  Mr.  Multiple, 
happened  to  bo  in  the  next  room — I  regret  such 
necessary  violence  was  used,  as  has  been  productive 
<rf  very  serious  consequences.  My  partner.  Sir 
Archibald,  is  a  man  of  violent  temper  under 
excitement,  and  your  witness — if  witness  you 
have,  though,  of  course,  I  do  not  dispute  your 
word — will  have  informed  you  that  Mr.  Multij^le 
struck  the  decisive  blow.  I  am  pretty  strong  and 
active,"  added  Pounder,  looking  down  at  his  own 
stalwart  person,  with  some  satisfaction,  "and 
could  have  protected  my  property  for  myself, 
Avithout  resorting  to  such  desperate  extremities." 

There  was  no  resisting  the  man's  frank,  good- 
humoured  manner,  while  he  spoke.  Both  the 
visitors  began  to  conceive  a  better  opinion  of  him 
than  they  entertained  at  their  first  entrance. 
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Sir  Ai'chibald  had  wince  J,  visibly,  wlien  he 
heard  Multiple's  name  mentioned,  though  he  was 
more  vexed  than  surprised,  for  Pounder's  infor- 
mation only  corroborated  certain  grievous  suspi- 
cions he  had  long  entertained,  and  the  skeleton 
in  his  cupboard  at  present  was  the  frequency  of 
such  a  man's  visits  to  his  niece  at  Bridlemere. 

Nevertheless,  he  put  all  this  aside  for  future 
consideration,  and  proceeded  at  once  with  the 
business  in  hand. 

"We  understand  eacJi  other,  Mr.  Pounder," 
said  he.  '"'  Tell  me  all  you  know ;  I'll  make  it 
worth  your  while.  I  think  we  ought  to  be  able 
to  come  to  some  arrangement  without  requii-ing 
the  magistrate's  warrant,  after  all.'^ 

Thus  adjured.  Pounder  related,  simply  and 
truthfully  enough,  the  circumstances  that  led  to 
Jack  Brooke's  casualty,  as  they  occurred,  coming 
by  degrees  to  the  jDoint  at  Avhich  the  two  corre- 
sponcUng  bills  had  been  produced,  and  evolving 
very  cautiously  his  own  sus^Dicions  of  foul  play, 
if  not  forgery,  on  the  part  of  the  gentleman  by 
whom  these  compromising  documents  were  drawn 
out. 

"  In  all  my  business  experience,  Sir  Archibald," 
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lie  continued,  in  a  tone  of  deep  feeling,  and  Avitli 
an  air  of  the  ntniost  frankness,  "  I  cannot  call  to 
mind   a   similar   occurrence.       Mistakes,   indeed, 
often   happen  with  young  men,  -who   are   eager, 
hurried,  and  ignorant  of  detail ;  but  such  a  mis- 
take as  this   seems  so  awkward,  so  unfortunate 
— what  shall  I  say? — so  deplorable,  that  I   am 
only  speaking  the  feelings  of  my  innermost  heart, 
when  I  declare  it  was  distressing  to  me,  as  it  is 
incomprehensible.     It  would  be   a  great  object, 
doubtless,  for  the  sake  of  all  concerned,  that  both 
these  bills  should  return  into  the  possession  of  the 
family — should,  indeed,    be   taken   up,    and    de- 
stroyed without  an  hour's  delay.     I  have  them 
here  in  this  room,  in  my  own  keeping,  notwith- 
standing Mr.   Brooke's  bold  and  dashing  attack 
yesterday ;  but  I  am  scarcely  justified  in  parting 
with  them,  even  for    the  highest  considerations, 
without  my  partner's  consent ;  and  you  will  see 
our  difficulty.  Sir  Archibald;    do  Ave  not  run  a 
great  risk  of  rendering  ourselves  amenable  to  the 
laws  of  our  country  by  compounding  a  felony  ?" 

Shot  after  shot  he  poured  into  the  old  soldier, 
sitting  upright  in  his  chair,  paler  and  paler,  as 
he  took  every  charge  without  flinching;  but  who 
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groaned  at  tlie  final  missile  as  if  it  had  readied 
the  seat  of  life  at  last.  The  honour  of  the 
Brookes  was  to  him  a  question  of  faith  and 
Avorship,  little  short  of  a  religion,  and  every  nerve 
quivered  with  shame  and  anger,  Avhile  the  horrible 
suspicion  dawned  on  him  more  and  more  clearly, 
that  his  brother's  son  had  been  guilty  of  so  foul  a 
deed.  Well !  if  the  family  honour  lay  a-bleeding, 
they  must  throw  a  cloak  over  it,  were  it  of  cloth  of 
gold !  Sir  Archibald  set  his  teeth  hard,  and  spoke 
out  so  calm  and  distinct,  that  Rags  looked  round  at 
him  astonished. 

"  Name  your  terras,"  said  he.  "  Fill  up  a 
cheque  here  on  this  table.  I  pledge  myself  to 
sign  it  with  one  hand,  when  the  bills  are  put  in 
the  other." 

Our  friend  Eags,  although  in  a  general  way 
detesting  very  cordially  anj-thing  approaching  to 
business,  and  when  fairly  collared  half-yearly  by 
his  own  agent,  yawning  lamentably  during  the 
whole  intervio^v,  with  every  mark  of  disgust  and 
inattention,  had  listened  eagerly  to  the  foregoing 
dialogue,  as  though  it  poured  in  a  stream  of  light 
on  much  that  had  hitherto  been  dark,  mysterious, 
and  inexplicable.     He  had  fidgeted  a  good  deal  in 
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his  chair,  looking  from  Pounder  to  Sir  Archibald, 
ready,  impatient,  yet  Avaiting  his  opportunity  to 
strike.  Xow  he  started  up,  to  the  intense  astonish- 
ment of  both,  and  laid  his  hand  forcibly  on  the 
latter  s  arm. 

'•  Hold  on,"  said  he.  '•  You  are  making  a 
long  rigmarole  about  nothing.  Perhaps  I 
can  explain  this  matter  clearer  than  either  of 
you." 

Pounder  ATished  nothing  better.  He  anticipated 
now  the  proof  positive  of  all  that  he  had  suggested, 
and  an  offer  of  hush-money  from  Sir  Archibald, 
that  -would  make  him  independent  of  his  partner 
for  life. 

He  produced  the  bills  from  the  drawer  in  which 
they  were  locked  away,  and  spreading  the  earlier 
in  date  on  tlie  table  under  its  indorser's  eye,  asked 
solemnly : 

"  Mr.  de  Eolle,  is  that  your  signature  ?" 

Eags  examined  it  attentively,  and  nodded.  He 
could  have  sworn  to  it  with  a  clear  conscience, 
therefore  was  his  affirmative  very  quiet  and  un- 
moved. 

Pounder  took  the  second  bill,  to  spread  it  out 
in  the  same  impressive  manner. 
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"  And  tins  ?"  he  asked.  "  You  will  observe  the 
difiference.     Is  this  also  your  signature  ?" 

"Yes,"  exclaimed  Eags,  vehemently,  blushing 
at  the  same  time  all  over  his  honest  cheeks  and 
forehead.  "  I  backed  poor  Walter's  bills  for  six 
hundred  altogether,  and  if  they're  due,  I'm  ready 
to  pay  the  money  up  now.  Cheque  on  my  banker — 
drawn  here — Pounder  or  bearer — Multiple  or  order 
— anyhow  you  like  to  have  it !" 

It  was  perhaps  the  first  lie  Eags  had  ever  told 
in  his  life.  Thouo;h  he  blushed  so  red  during-  its 
delivery,  he  was  not  in  the  slightest  degree  ashamed 
of  it,  nor  indeed,  if  falsehood  can  ever  be  justifiable, 
had  he  any  reason  to  be  so. 

Pounder's  chin  fell  to  his  watch-chain.  Sir 
Archibald  was  not  deceived,  but  he  shot  a  grateful 
glance  at  his  young  friend,  that  would  have  gone 
straight  to  his  heart,  had  Eags  not  been  looking 
out  at  window,  with  a  transparent  affectation  of 
comj)lete  indifference  and  content. 

Pounder  was  the  first  to  speak.  He  saw  the 
great  game  was  up,  but  true  to  his  professional 
instincts,  he  also  discerned  no  contemptible  pick- 
ings to  be  gathered  off  the  wreck. 

"  The  bills  do  not  fail  due,"  said  he,  "  for  nearly 
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a  week.  It  ayouIcI,  perhaps,  be  advisable  to  pur- 
chase them  from  me  at  something  less  than  the 
full  amount." 

He  spoke  to  Avilling-  listeners  enough.  When 
Sir  Archibald  and  his  generous  young  friend 
walked  out  of  Pounder's  offices,  Walter  Brooke 
was  no  longer  in  danger  of  detection.  Moreover, 
Helen's  uncle,  by  a  judicious  appeal  to  Pounder's 
self-interest,  had  prepared  an  additional  weapon  or 
two,  both  offensive  and  defensive,  against  the  man 
to  whom  Helen  had  plighted  her  word  that  she 
would  be  his  wife. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE    L  A  D  I  E  S'     MILE. 

OBLER  KING,  left  to  his  own  deyices, 
smoked  out  his  yard  of  clay  "with  great 
deliberation,  ere  he  proceeded  to  the 
corner  in  Avhich  poor  Tatters  continued 
to  bewail  his  captivity.  Then  he  turned  his  cuffs 
back,  pulled  a  brush  from  his  pocket,  and  taking 
the  dog  between  his  knees  with  professional  dex- 
terity, dressed  him  over  from  end  to  end,  entirely 
regardless  of  the  little  animal's  growling  protesta- 
tions and  vicious  struirsfles  to  2:et  free.  When  he 
had  thus  arranged  the  terrier's  toilet  to  his  satis- 
faction, he  completed  his  own  with  the  same 
instrument — first  liis  hat,  then  his  hair,  then  his 
coat,  and  so  prepared  himself  for  supervision  by 
the  great  world.    He  next  inflicted  a  good  deal  of 
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imnecessary  discipline  on  his  victim,  till  the  animal 
shrank  against  the  Avail  sufficiently  cowed  and 
subdued,  in  which  state  he  left  it  alone  for  about 
five  minutes,  shuttino;  the  door  after  him  as  thousfh 
he  did  not  mean  to  return,  but  bursting  in  and 
releasing  the  captive  when  at  the  last  stage  of 
despondency,  and  thus  presenting  himself  at  its 
need  in  the  light  of  a  liberator  and  a  friend. 

Tatters  now  agreed  to  be  carried  under  "  the 
Xobler's"  arm  without  resistance,  and  the  two 
journeyed  in  this  fashion  all  along  Pall  Mall,  up 
St.  James's  Street,  past  White's  window,  in  which 
nothing  was  as  yet  visible  but  a  pair  of  large  grey 
whiskers,  a  glossy  hat,  and  the  broadsheet  of  Tlie 
Times,  and  so  by  the  south  side  of  Piccadilly  to  the 
corner  of  Hyde  Park.  Here  "  the  Nobler  "  put  his 
burden  down  for  a  minute  or  two,  but  without 
letting  go  of  the  string  which  secured  it,  to  re- 
arrange his  own  hair  and  neck-cloth  very  care- 
fully under  the  clock.  It  was  five  minutes  past 
one,  a  beautiful  spring  day  in  the  first  burst 
of  the  London  season,  and  abeady  the  Park  Avas 
full. 

I  can  remember,  nor  is  it  so  very  long  ago,  when 
the  busy  people,  who  have  nothing  to  do,  ]3araded, 
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liorse  and  foot,  with  tlie  utmost  regularity  in  that 
promenade  which  is  called  Eotten  Eow,  once  in 
the  twenty-four  hours,  at  O'oO  p.m.  This  daily 
Avalk  or  ride  seemed  sufficient  in  those  idle  times 
for  all  purposes  of  air,  exercise,  and  conversation ; 
but  the  Anglo-Saxon  energy  of  to-day  is  not  so 
easily  satisfied.  We  like  to  "  go  in  "  for  our  London 
season  now,  as  we  do  for  our  other  pleasures,  "  tootli 
and  nail."  We  meet  our  dear  friends,  Avhose  name 
is  legion,  each  one  of  whom  to  know  is  to  love,  and 
none  of  whom  ever  bore  us  in  the  least,  at  a  nine 
o'clock  dinner,  where  we  are  packed  as  neatly  as 
the  present  costume  of  the  nation  will  admit. 
Just  before  we  begin  to  get  pleasant,  it  is  time  to 
go  away,  but  our  regrets  at  parting  must  be  con- 
soled to  feel  that  in  another  hour  we  shall  all  be 
together  again,  on  a  staircase,  jammed  so  "close, 
perhaps,  as  to  have  no  room  to  breathe ;  but  still, 
delightful  thought,  in  proximity  to  those  whose 
conversation  never  fails  to  raise  our  spirits  and 
improve  our  minds.  Torn  from  these  blissful 
scenes — and  I  appeal  to  everybody  over  five-and- 
twenty  whether  an  announcement  that  the  car- 
riage "  stops  the  way "  is  to  be  confronted  as  a 
calamity,  or  welcomed  as  a  release — how  delightful 
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to  reflect  that  in  six  liours  at  most  it  ^^■ill  be  time 
to  rise  and  breakfast,  in  order  that  by  noon  we 
may  be  ready  dressed  and  prepared  at  all  points 
to  meet  the  same  people  again.  After  luncheon, 
however,  we  can  exist  without  them  for  a  space  of 
nearly  three  hom's;  but  we  are  back  in  the  old 
place  to  look  for  them  once  more,  by  six  o'clock, 
and  so  on,  ad  infinitum. 

It  is  this  ceaseless  repetition  Mliich  renders  the 
pleasures  of  a  London  season,  though  vastly  amus- 
ing and  exciting,  no  doubt,  somewhat  exhausting, 
and  indeed  monotonous,  to  persons  of  only  average 
energy  and  good  spuits. 

"Nobler  King,"  however,  who  possessed  more 
than  his  share  of  both  these  advantages,  and  was, 
besides,  in  his  own  degree,  a  thorough  man  of  the 
w^orld,  looked  on  the  gay,  brilliant,  parti-coloured 
scene  that  met  his  eyes  in  the  Ride  with  every 
mark  of  scientific  interest  and  critical  approval. 
To  a  ''cad"  about  London,  who  knows  every 
celebrity,  man  and  woman,  perfectly  well  by  sight, 
who  is  also  accpiainted  with  a  good  deal  of  then- 
private  history,  that  they  hardly  know  themselves, 
it  is  more  than  amusing,  it  is  positively  instructive, 
to  watch  the  gorgeous  figures  sliiftiug  here  and 
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there  in  the  human  l^aleidoscope.  He  knows,  or 
thinks  he  does,  why  that  gentleman  on  the  Arab 
has  made  six  short  turns,  only  a  quarter  of  the 
way  to  Kensington  gate,  and  why  that  lady  in  the 
bright  coloured  habit,  with  all  that  beautiful  hair, 
will  come  leisurely  down  at  a  walk  on  the  Knights- 
bridge  side,  so  as  to  meet  him,  quite  by  accident, 
under  the  trees.  He  knows  how  that  fine-looking 
man,  on  a  thousand  guineas'  worth  of  horseflesh, 
cantering  the  treasure  so  deftly  in  all  the  triumph 
of  equestrian  skill,  has  two  bills  out  that  he  is  at 
his  wits'  end  to  meet,  and  will  stand  or  fall  on  the 
settling  day  of  next  Derby,  by  the  issue  of  the 
great  race.  He  has  an  eye  to  perceive,  too,  that 
the  rider  in  cloth  boots,  vv'ho  looks  and  is  a  man 
of  wealth  and  substance,  affects  to  be  anxiously 
seeking  a  friend  for  whom  he  waits,  because  his 
thoroughbred  hack,  with  its  tail  tucked  down, 
declines  to  move  one  step  further  in  an  ojDposite 
direction  to  its  own  stables.  He  knows  what  this 
wonderful  Amazon,  the  boldest  of  the  bold,  gave 
for  the  perfect  creature  she  rides  so  beautifully; 
how  it  is  bred,  where  she  bought  it,  and  who  is  to 
pay  for  it.  He  knows  the  pet  name  of  that  pretty 
pony,  as  of  the  titled  little  lady  it  carries,  and  of 
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herthi'ee  tall,  handsome  sisters  on  their  tall,  hand- 
some horses,  in  charge  of  dear  papa,  a  stalwart 
nobleman  not  less  than  sixteen  stone,  all  scourino: 
along  at  speed,  talking  and  laughing  in  the  highest 
possible  state  of  health,  spirits,  and  good-humour. 
He  knows,  too,  though  nobody  else  does,  the  real 
name  of  this  elaborate  individual,  seen  erery  day 
riding  at  a  foot's-pace,  faultlessly  dressed,  superbly 
mounted,  holding  communication  ^\ith  no  man, 
and  supposed  by  the  laughing  young  critics  wdio 
hang  over  the  rails  and  remark  on  the  cavalry  as 
they  pass,  to  be  a  tailor's  shownnan,  a  pickpocket 
in  disguise,  or  an  escaped  lunatic.  He  is,  in  short, 
perfectly  conversant  with  the  persons,  horses,  car- 
riages, names,  titles,  follies,  extravagances,  and 
vices  of  the  aristocracy,  no  less  than  with  the 
attempts  of  the  numerous  class  beneath  them  to 
imitate  their  superiors  in  those  matters  which  are 
least  worthy  of  imitation. 

"Nobler  King,"  therefore,  feels  himself  to  be- 
long, in  a  manner,  to  the  gay  world,  and  walks 
across  the  Eide,  holding  Tatters  under  his  arm, 
with  none  of  the  diffidence  that  renders  this  pas- 
sage an  awkward  and  painful  ordeal  to  quiet 
country  clergymen,  or  respectable  squires  of  many 
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acres,  who  are  unaccustomed  to  tlie  bustle  and 
publicity  of  metropolitan  life. 

]\Ir.  King  is  not  without  acquaintances  here  and 
there,  of  his  own  class  and  profession,  but  etiquette 
seems  to  forbid  mutual  recognition  for  the  present ; 
and  althougli  he  was  drinking  with  that  sodden- 
looking  gentleman  at  his  elbow  till  two  o'clock 
this  morning,  a  scarce  perceptible  wink  of  the  near 
eye  is  the  only  greeting  vouchsafed.  The  sodden- 
looking  gentleman,  who  is  encumbered  with  a 
poodle  in  a  blue  ribbon,  a  King  Charles  spaniel  in 
a  string,  and  two  toy  terriers  in  his  waistcoat, 
makes  no  sign  whatever.  He  has  remarked 
Tatters,  notwithstanding,  and  recognising  his 
friend's  versatile  talents,  observes  approvingly 
within  himself,  ''  This  is  one  of  '  the  Nobler's ' 
games,  this  is.  Never  said  nothink  to  me,  nor 
nobody,  he  didn't.  He's  a  deep  'un,  '  the  Nobler ' 
— a  precious  deep  'un.  He's  as  deep  as  a  tailor's 
thimble,  he  is." 

"  The  Nobler's  "  profundity,  however,  being  an 
incontestable  question,  no  further  notice  is  taken 
of  his  movements  by  the  sodden-looking  gentleman, 
^vho  pursues  his  own  way  amongst  the  nurses  and 
children  on  the  grass,  while  Mr.  King,  curling  his 
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ringlets  about  liis  eyes  witli  his  unoccupied  hand — 
for  he  cherishes  the  delusion  that  he  is  an  exceed- 
ingly good-looking  man,  and  much  admired  by  the 
female  portion  of  our  aristocracy — proceeds  along 
the  shaded  walk,  which  at  tliis  hour  is  crowded 
with  the  prettiest  dresses  and  the  prettiest  faces 
in  Europe,  and  where  to-day,  for  the  first  time  in 
the  season,  not  a  chair  is  to  be  had  for  love  or 
jnoney. 

The  ladies  have  come  out  in  high  force  and 
unusual  numbers.  Like  snails  after  a  shower ; 
nay,  rather  let  me  say,  like  roses  after  rain,  they 
are  taking  advantage  of  the  bright  spring  simshine 
to  add  a  gleam  to  their  petals,  and  a  shade  of 
deeper  colour  to  their  bloom.  It  is  the  first  real 
fine  day  they  have  had,  and  their  light  summer 
dresses  look  fresh,  and  pure,  and  delicate  as  the 
blossoms  in  a  cherry  orchard.  Parasols  are  up, 
of  course,  and  there  is,  indeed,  glare  enough  to 
warrant  a  general  display  of  this  defensive  appa- 
ratus, which  I  have,  nevertheless,  often  observed 
unfurled  under  the  darkest  sides.  The  tender 
green  leaves  gleam  and  c[uiver  over  a  thousand 
dainty  heads  in  theu-  transparent  little  bonnets. 
Slender  feet,  encased  in  kid  and  bronze,  rest  lightly 
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on  the  dry  ^vhite  gravel.  Eyes  are  glancing,  hands 
Avaving,  tongues  going,  gossip  reigns  supreme, 
while  the  men  who  let  the  chairs  walk  to  and  fro, 
exulting,  though  serene,  since  all  are  occupied,  and 
all  are  paid  for,  Avooden,  wire  and  canework,  from 
end  to  end. 

Amongst  the  different  groups  that  formed  the 
entire  mass  of  good  looks,  good  manners,  and 
doubtless  good  intentions,  I  have  endeavoured 
faintly  to  sketch  out,  there  was  one,  consisting  of 
three  people  huddled  gracefully  together  under  a 
tree,  that  attracted  "  the  Nobler's  "  attention,' in 
common  with  most  other  occupants  of  the  Ride, 
both  horse  and  foot.  Innumerable  looks  were 
directed  at  this  little  party  from  eyes  that  could 
shoot  rays  nearly  as  bright  as  its  own.  Innume- 
rable hats,  constructed  by  the  best  makers,  were 
flourished  in  its  honour;  and  many  a  generous 
steed,  with  sensitive  mouth  and  severe  bridle,  felt 
himself  pressed  up  to  his  bit  once  more,  for  the 
hundredth  time,  because  his  rider  would  fain  pass 
before  this  trio  to  the  greatest  advantage. 

Comments,  polite  though  ill-natured,  were  made 
on  it  in  every  tone  by  every  observer,  and  the 
buffoon  of  the  hour  constructed  in  its  honour  an 
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elaborate  jest  on  the  spot,  for  the  amusemcut  of 
his  male  audience,  wliich  Avitticism,  however,  when 
diluted  for  feminme  ears,  Avas  found  to  liave  lost 
its  point,  and  to  be  neither  laughable  nor  appro- 
priate. Two  of  the  group  were  perhaps  two  of 
the  prettiest  women  in  London,  the  third  incon- 
testably  one  of  the  dullest  noblemen  in  the 
Upper  House. 

Nevertheless,  they  seemed  perfectly  well  satis- 
fied with  each  other  as  they  sat. 

The  Duchess  of  Merthyr-Tydvil  had  quite  reco- 
vered her  cold,  and  was  permanently  established 
at  Caradoc  House,  Circus  Square,  for  tlie  London 
season.  Her  grace  had  been  a  great  promoter 
of  the  "  early  Park  movement,"  and  was  indeed  a 
staunch  admirer  of  all  out-of-doors  amusements. 
I  am  certain  I  met  her  once  at  Cremorne,  behind 
an  exceedingly  thick  veil,  on  Merthyr-Tydvil's 
arm,  but  I  do  not  think  she  liked  it ;  and  after  she 
had  seen  him  shoot  the  chamois  that  scours  over 
its  perennial  hill  at  the  end  of  the  tube,  and 
knock  the  cushion  that  tries  your  fighting  powers 
into  the  middle  of  next  week,  she  had  quite 
enough,  not  caring  to  stay  for  the  fireworks,  but 
well   satisfied   to   get    her    duke   back   into   the 
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brougliam,  and  drop  liim  at  Pratt's  to  finish  liis 
evening  in  less  questionable  society. 

The  Park,  at  noon,  however,  suited  her  grace's 
taste  to  a  nicety.     She  could  bring  little  Caradoc 
here  in  the  shortest  of  frilled  trousers  and  the 
brightest  of  velvet  jackets ;  also  his  pajDa,  when 
not  otherwise  engaged  (the  latter  was,  at  the  pre- 
sent moment,  sculling  his  heir-apparent  about  on 
the  Serpentine) ;    and  she  could  chaperon  Lady 
Julia  too,  who  had  taken  a  great  liking  to  the 
penny  chairs  at  this  hour  of  the  day,  and  for  some 
inscrutable  reasons  of  her  own,  never  rode  Cocka- 
maroo  of  late  till  five  o'clock  p.m.,  and  then  very 
often  gave  him  a  good  gallop  in  the  country.    She 
was  apparently  thinking  of  that  favourite  horse, 
or  some  other  very  engrossing  subject,  even  now, 
for,  although  her  eyes  and  her  talk  sparkled  as 
usual,  she  relapsed  into  occasional  fits  of  abstrac- 
tion, lastmg  for  several  seconds  at  a  time,  during 
which  she  seemed  profoimdly  unconscious  of  her 
companion's    presence,   and    not    half  so    much 
w^earied   as   was   natural   by  the  conversation  of 
Lord  Mexico. 

I  suppose  a  real  bore  is  the  person  of  all  others 
who  has  the   least   notion  Avhat   a   bore   he   is  ! 
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Nature  seems  to  bare  provided  plate  armour  for 
him  Avithin,   as  she  has  for  the  rhinoceros  with- 
out.    To  say  that  he  is  impervious  to  a  hint  ex- 
presses nothing.     He  is  invulnerable  to  the  most 
stinging  sarcasm,  as  be  is  insensible  of  the  most 
pointed  rebuke.      A  barb  that  would  quiver  in 
anybody  else's  flesh  drops  from  his  coat  of  mail, 
foiled  and  blunted,  at  his  feet.     It  is  one  of  his 
peculiarities   that   his    voice  never   varies  in  its 
harsh,   undeviating,  regulated   monotony,   but  is 
always  out  of  tune  in  exactly  the  same  degree. 
Xobody  ever  knew  a  bore  with  a  cold  or  sore 
throat,  or  such  accidental  impediment  to  the  exer- 
cise of  his  vocation.     He  is  in  capital  wind,  too, 
habitually,  and  does  his  work  without  the  slightest 
symptoms  of  distress.     When  fastened  on  his  vic- 
tim, there  is  even  a  severe  beauty  in  the  order  and 
method  with  which  he  fulfils  his  task.    That  he  is 
a  calamity  of  no  trifling  calibre,  I  concede,  but  I 
am  willing  at  the   same  time   to  hope   that   he 
teaches  us  many  useful,  social  lessons  —  such  as 
forbearance,  self-restraint,  and  the  art  of  swallow- 
ing grievous  and  protracted  ya^Mis  with  a  smooth 
face.     Lord  Mexico  found  small  reason  to  com- 
plain of  incivility  or  inattention  from  his  listener, 
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and  believed  himself,  no  doubt,  to  be  an  eloquent 
and  agreeable  man. 

He  was  engaged  at  present  in  describing  a 
young  retriever  to  Lady  Julia,  who  sometimes  lis- 
tened and  sometimes  did  not,  but  made  no  scruple 
of  cutting  across  his  conversation  with  irrelevant 
remarks  of  her  own  whenever  the  occasion 
prompted  an  interruption — Lady  Goneril's  ball, 
at  which  they  had  all  met  within  the  last  twelve 
hours,  affording  a  subject  for  at  least  five  minutes' 
serious  discussion. 

"  They  are  curly  and  sagacious,  you  know,"  pro- 
ceeded his  lordship,  drawing  circles  in  the  gravel 
with  the  point  of  his  cane  ;  "  and  come  to  heel  at 
once,  with  scarce  any  breaking,  but  you  must  be 
careful  not  to  speak  too  harshly ;  and  if  ever  you 
lay  your  hand  on  them ." 

"  They  spoil  your  dress  to  a  certainty,  my 
dear,"  said  Lady  Julia  to  the  Duchess.  "  I  shall 
leave  off  altogether,  I  think,  unless  the  ball-givers 
can  produce  a  better  set  of  dancing  men.  I  had 
room  enough  last  night,  I  allow,  but,  literally,  not 
a  partner  who  could  keep  time  except  one,  and  he 
was  a  conceited  minx,  at  home  from  Eton  for  his 
sister's  marriage.     I  liked  the  pluck  of  the  thing 
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asking  me,  so  I  waltzed  with  him,  aud  he  waltzed 
very  -well.  Mind  you  have  Caradoc  taught  before 
he  goes  into  long  stockings,  dear  !" 

"Carry  takes  after  papa,  and  can  do  every- 
thing !"  answered  the  Duchess  good-humouredly. 
"  Now,  I  thouglit  it  was  a  capital  ball.  I'm 
sure  I  was  so  stiff  when  I  came  down  to 
breakfast,  I  could  hardly  put  one  foot  before  the 
other." 

"  In  stiffness  after  severe  exercise,"  continued 
Lord  Mexico,  with  a  dry,  unmoved  voice,  as  if  he 
was  reading  Colonel  Hawker's  instructions  to 
sportsmen,  "  I  have  found  it  a  good  plan  to  chafe 
the  limbs  gently  with  the  hand  before  my  sitting- 
room  fire ;  and  my  keeper  quite  agi-ees  with  my 
suggestion,  that,  when  every  other  remedy  fails, 
nothing  does  so  much  good  as " 

''A  ball  again  to-night,  and  another  to-mor- 
row, and  mamma's  mufSed  drum,  as  I  call  it,  to-day 
from  five  to  seven !"  yawned  Lady  Julia  wearily. 
*'  What  a  bore  it  all  is,  dear !  I  think  I  must  be 
getting  too  old  for  society.  I've  a  great  mind  to 
take  up  politics  :  the  dullest  men  seem  interested 
about  that ;  and  I  could  coach  papa  famously  with 
the  Blue  Books.     Well,  there's  one  comfort :  no- 
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thing  ever  can  be  so  stupid  again  as  Lady  Goneril's 
ball  last  night !" 

"  Hush !"  exclaimed  the  Duchess.  "  Here  she 
comes.     My  stars !  what  a  bonnet !" 

The  bonnet  thus  apostrophized  was  indeed 
nodding  slowly  down  the  walk,  poised  on  the  lofty 
roll  of  Lady  Goneril's  magnificent  hair.  It's 
wearer  had  tired  of  her  author  some  weeks  ago, 
and  was  now  chiefly  occupied  with  what  she  called 
her  duty  to  society.  This  conscientious  state  of 
mind  prompted  her  to  endless  balls  and  parties  on 
her  own  accoimt,  as  well  as  to  attend  those  of  her 
numerous  acquamtance,  so  that  her  hfe  was  one  of 
incessant  motion  ;  and  although  still  exceedingly 
handsome,  she  was  paler  and  thinner  than  when 
slie  \Tisited  Norman's  Cross  from  St.  Barb's. 

The  same  spirit  of  sacrifice  to  those  inexorable 
Turies,  Les  Convenances,  bade  her  insist  upon  poor 
old  Goneril  hobbling  about,  arm-in-arm  with  her, 
whenever  his  gouty  feet  would  permit ;  and  this 
nobleman,  who  was  good-nature  personified,  though 
he  had  done  exactly  what  he  liked  best  for  forty 
years,  found  himself  in  his  old  age  subjected  to  a 
course  of  severe  discipline  and  exercise  such  as  he 
had  scrupulously  avoided  all  his  life. 
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Though  very  well  hatted,  wigged,  dyed,  cra- 
vatted,  and  girthed  up,  he  trotted  along,  somewhat 
ruefully,  by  the  side  of  liis  tall,  handsome  wife, 
and  only  brightened  a  little  when  he  caught  sight 
of  Lady  Julia,  who  was  an  immense  favourite 
with  all  old  gentlemen  of  the  superannuated  roi(e 
school.  "  She  was  so  clever,"  they  said,  tapping 
then-  antediluvian  old  snuff-boxes  with  their  wasted 
old  knuckles.  "Such  manner,  such  tact,  such 
savoir-vivre,  and  such  a  little  devil  with  it  all,  that 
it  was  positively  quite  refreshing  to  sit  next  to 
her!" 

He  mumbled  out  an  unintelligible  compliment 
on  her  good  looks,  and  she  accorded  him  her  hand 
Avith  far  greater  cordiality  than  she  would  have 
shown  to  a  younger  and  more  appropriate  gallant. 
Lord  Mexico  had  not  yet  thoroughly  broke  liis 
retriever,  he  had  only  now  arrived  at  the  stage 
when  it  is  advisable  to  accustom  the  dog  gradually 
to  tlie  sight  and  sound  of  a  gun.  Lady  Julia  had 
almost  forgotten  he  was  there. 

The  Duchess  and  Lady  Goneril  exchanged  com- 
pliments about  last  night's  ball.  Then  the  latter 
turned  to  the  younger  lady,  and  told  her  how  beau- 
tiful she  looked  on  that  occasion. 
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"Your  di-ess  was  per — fectiou,  my  clear,"  said 
slie  ;  "  and  I  assure  you  everybody  said  you  were 
the  ornament  of  my  room." 

To  which  Lady  Juha  demurely  answered,  "  That 
is  a  very  hig-h  compliment,  for  it  was  a  most 
charming  ball !" 

"  So  good  of  you  both  to  come,"  replied  Lady 
Goneril,  passing  on  with  a  smile  and  a  bow,  to 
repeat  the  same  sincere  dialogue  with  the  next 
group,  and  the  next,  and  the  next,  all  the  way 
down,  till  the  old  lord  should  stop  dead  lame 
before  they  quite  reached  Apsley  House.  But 
long  ere  this  the  subject  of  the  ball  had  been  for- 
Sfotten  bv  our  trio,  and  Mexico  had  brought  his 
retriever  to  the  point  at  which  he  thought  fit  to 
puff  off  small  charges  of  powder  in  its  ears. 

Presently  no  less  a  person  walked  by  their  chairs 
without  recognising  them  than  Mr.  Eagman  de 
Eolle,  puffing  absently  at  his  cigar. 

Eags  was  very  much  pre -occupied,  and  very 
unhappy.  Had  it  been  otherwise,  he  would  have 
glanced  shyly  about  in  search  of  his  few  acquaint- 
ances, appealing  to  them  for  nods  of  recognition, 
and  blushing  painfully  while  he  passed  under  the 
batteries  that  range  so  formidably  along  the  whole 
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of  "  the  ladies'  mile."  To-day,  liowevci",  he  M"as  too 
miserable  to  care  for  ridicule  or  encourao-ement. 
His  idol,  you  see,  had  fallen,  and  he  could  not  see 
it  up  again.  He  had  hitherto  considered  Walter 
Brooke  the  pattern  of  all  that  a  gentleman  should 
be ;  and  now  that  his  eyes  were  opened,  he  longed 
painfully  to  be  in  the  dark  once  more.  It  seemed 
so  completely  a  matter  of  course  to  honest  Hags  to 
have  saved  his  brother  officer's  worldly  reputation 
at  any  sacrifice,  that  the  consciousness  of  having 
done  so  gave  him  not  the  slightest  pleasure.  He 
dreaded  meeting  him  again,  he  dreaded  going 
back  to  the  regiment,  he  dreaded  the  horrible 
power  ho  now  possessed  over  the  man  whom  he 
had  hitherto  regarded  as  so  superior  to  himself. 
Altogether,  Eags  had  never  felt  less  comfortable 
than  when  he  entered  the  Park  on  the  present 
occasion.  Had  he  stayed  away  altogether,  I  do 
not  think  he  Avould  have  been  very  generally 
missed.  In  the  whole  gatliering,  I  doubt  if  he 
knew  a  dozen  people  by  sight ;  but  it  Avas  part  of 
the  routine  of  his  London  day  to  ride  or  walk 
twice  in  the  prescribed  locality,  and  here  he 
paraded  accordingly. 

Lady  Julia's  quick  eye  caught  him  long  before 
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lie  approached.     She  wliispered  something  to  the 
Duchess  that  made  her  laugh. 

"  If  Eags  cuts  me  to-day,"  said  this  incorrigible 
young  woman  to  her  friend,  "  I  tell  you,  once  for 
all,  up  goes  the  sponge  !  What  is  the  use  of  my 
having  been  so  admired  last  night,  and  broken 
poor  old  Lord  Goneril's  heart  by  my  "  get-up  "  of 
this  morning  ?  What  avails  my  obedience  to  you, 
my  chaperone  ;  my  patience  with  this — this  ill- 
broken  retriever  on  my  other  side  ;  my  popularity 
with  the  wicked  in  general,  if  I  am  to  be  defeated 
here  on  my  own  ground  by  Rags  ?  No,  Duchess ; 
he  shall  not  escape.  Fire  a  gun,  dear,  as  we  say 
at  Cowes,  and  bring  him  to." 

Thus  adjured,  the  Duchess  executed  so  graceful, 
marked  and  cordial  a  recognition  as  could  not 
elude  the  subject's  notice.  Rags  started,  blushed, 
clutched  desperately  at  his  hat,  and  brought  him- 
self up,  very  awkwardly  indeed,  but  with  obvious 
.  enthusiasm,  in  front  of  the  two  ladies. 

Diffidence,  when  it  springs  from  sincere  reve- 
rence and  admiration,  cannot  be  very  displeasing 
to  women  ;  and  I  believe  shyness  in  ours,  partly 
perhaps  from  its  rarity,  is  much  prized  by  the 
other  sex.     The  Duchess  was  extremely  kind  in 
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lier  greeting,  and  Lady  Julia,  who,  ever  since  tlie 
morning  poor  Fugleman  was  killed,  liad  taken  a 
liking  for  Rags,  became  almost  affectionate. 

"  Had  Mr.  de  Eolle  been  lono:  in  town  ?  Wliv 
did  he  never  come  to  see  them?  They  were 
always  at  home  for  luncheon.  Would  he  come  to 
mamma's  afternoon  to-day  —  any  time  between 
four  and  seven?  Where  was  he  staying?  He 
should  have  a  card  directly  she  got  back.  Was  he 
still  quartered  at  3Iiddleswortli  ?  How  was  the 
dear  old  county  looking  ?  Had  he  been  over  to 
Tollesdale  ?  Could  he  tell  them  any  news  of  the 
people  at  Bridlemere  ?" 

Eags  winced.  Even  this  flattering  interest,  real 
or  assumed,  was  powerless  to  console  him.  He 
answered  vaguely  and  at  random,  he  fidgeted  from 
one  foot  to  the  other.  When  the  Duchess  dropped 
him  some  gracious  platitude  he  went  down  upon 
his  knees  with  but  little  eagerness  to  pick  it  up. 
Altogether,  though  obviously  flattered  by  their 
kindness,  he  seemed  relieved  when  the  interview 
was  over,  and  departed  awkwardly  indeed,  but  still 
with  much  alacrity,  on  his  way. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  him?"    said  Lady 
Julia,    as    his    figm-e   disappeared    amongst    the 
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crowd.  "  I  am  sure  by  that  man's  manner  be  is 
not  easy  in  bis  mind.  How  different  from  yours. 
Lord  Mexico.  I  suppose  if  you  liad  a  mind  you'd 
be  as  easy  in  it  as  possible.  Duchess,  you've  a 
great  deal  to  answer  for ;  I  don't  tliink  Eags  lias 
ever  been  the  same  since  you  danced  with  him  at 
our  Middlesworth  ball.  Wasn't  that  a  good  ball, 
Lord  Mexico?  I  forget,  though,  whether  you 
were  there !" 

"  When  my  retriever  is  thoroughly  habituated 
to  all  such  sights  and  sounds,"  continued  his  lord- 
ship, ignoring  the  ball  question  entirely,  "  I  then 
accustom  him  to  observe  the  different  modulations 
of  my  voice — anger,  rejiroach,  menace,  exjDOstula- 
tion,  and  encouragement,  and  his  training " 

"  Thoroughly  destroys  his  ear  for  music,  I 
should  thinlc,"  retorted  Lady  Julia,  turning  impa- 
tiently from  his  lordship  to  the  Duchess,  and 
adding  confidentially  in  her  friend's  ear,  "Do  you 
know,  I'm  rather  unhappy  about  Eags,  that's  what 
we  call  him,  dear,  in  our  part  of  the  country. 
I've  rather  a  weakness  for  Eags.  He's  a  very 
honest,  unaffected,  good  sort  of  fellow.  Eags  is 
unselfish ;  Eags  is  straightforward ;  Eags  is  sin- 
cere ;  there  are  not  many  people  you  can  depend 
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upon  like  Eags ;    and (iood  gracious  !    there's 

Tatters !" 

The  Duchess  looked  round  in  unfeigned  asto- 
nishment, she  thought  her  charge  had  gone  mad ; 
the  voice  in  which  Lady  Julia  spoke  the  last 
sentence  betrayed  deep  emotion,  while  her  cheeks 
and  brow  became  scarlet.  At  the  same  moment 
"  Nobler  King"  was  passing  immediately  in  front  of 
their  chairs,  and  his  little  prisonei",  hearing  its 
name  thus  pronounced  in  familiar  tones,  struggled 
hard,  with  starting  eyes  and  panting  tongue,  to  get 
free.  The  young  lady  half-rose  from  her  seat,  but 
controlled  herself  with  an  effort,  and  "  Nobler  King" 
strolled  on  unnoticed,  not,  however,  till  she  had 
thoroughly  satisfied  herself  that  his  unwilling- 
captive  was  no  other  than  Jack  Brooke's  favourite 
terrier. 

Lady  Julia,  though  she  might  sometimes  speak 
unadvisedly,  and  in  a  hurr}',  was  a  person 
who  seldom  acted  on  impulse.  She  felt  at 
this  moment,  too,  that  she  needed  all  her 
self-command ;  for  although  the  unexpected  ap- 
pearance of  something  associated  with  Jack 
Brooke  had  thus  agitated  her,  she  was  ex- 
tremely unwilling  that  her  weakness  should   be 
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guessed,  or   her   discomposure  observed   by   her 
companions. 

Ere  tlie  one  had  time  to  ask  what  Nvas  the- 
matter,  or  the  other  to  observe  anything  unusual,, 
the  colour  had  faded  from  her  face,  leaving  her 
only  a  shade  paler  than  before ;  and  the  pretty 
mouth  had  shut  tight  with  the  expression  that 
always  came  over  it  when  she  made  up  her  mind  ' 
to  a  decided  stroke.  If  that  was  Mr.  Brookes's 
dog  she  would  have  it  at  any  price,  for  its  master's 
sake.  If  it  was  only  an  extraordinary  likeness  to 
the  precious  creature,  why,  she  would  have  it  all 
the  same,  and  for  the  same  reason.  There  is  no 
proverb  of  more  extensive  application  than  "  Love 
me,  love  my  dog,"  and  its  converse. 

"Nobler  King,"  in  the  exercise  of  his  vocation, 
could  see  out  of  the  back  of  his  head,  like  a  woman. 
He  knew,  as  well  as  she  did  herself,  that  the  pretty 
girl  under  the  ti-ee,  in  the  light  sprigged  muslin 
trimmed  with  apple-green  ribbons,  had  taken  a 
fancy  to  his  charge,  and  though  he  might  not  be 
quite  sure  of  Lady  Julia  Treadwell,  he  was  per- 
fectly familiar  with  the  name  and  appearance  of 
the  handsome  Duchess  by  her  side.  So  he  saun- 
tered leisurely  off  the  walk,  amongst  the  horses. 
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and  Tatters,  peering  over  his  shoulder  like  a  child 
carried  by  its  nurse,  looked  helplessly  here  and 
there  in  wistful  eagerness  to  detect  the  face  of  a 
friend. 

"  Lord  Mexico,"  observed  Lady  Julia,  turning 
carelessly  to  that  nobleman,  who  had  not  even  yet 
quite  done  with  his  retriever.  "  You  have  talked 
about  dogs  till  I  begin  to  think  there  is  one 
subject  in  the  world  on  which  you  are  well  in- 
formed, and  even  eloquent.  I  want  a  terrier,  a 
rough  one,  very  much :  at  least,  Nethersole  does, 
which  is  all  the  same.  Don't  you  think  that  is 
just  the  kind  of  thing  over  there  ?  Not  up  in  the 
trees !  Good  gracious !  but  there.  The  one  that 
curly  man  iu  the  Eide  has  got  in  his  arms !" 

Lord  Mexico's  vision  having  been  brought  with 
some  difficulty  to  bear  on  the  animal  in  question, 
for  he  was  one  of  those  provoking  people  who, 
when  warned  of  an  object  on  the  right,  invariably 
look  for  it  on  the  left,  he  expressed  a  qualified 
approval  of  its  appearance,  but  showed  no  further 
interest  in  the  subject. 

"  Go  and  teU  the  man  to  come  here,"  added 
Lady  Julia,  imperiously ;  "If  it's  a  well-bred  one 
I'll  buy  it,  and  take  it  home  with  me  at  once. 
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How  liorrificd  mamma  will  be  when  she  sees  it  at 
luncheou !" 

Lord  Mexico  hesitated ;  he  looked  at  his  boots, 
which  were  thin  ;  he  looked  at  the  road,  which  had 
been  watered  into  a  delightful  pnddle,  fetlock 
deep,  for  horses ;  then  he  looked  at  Lady  Julia's 
delicate,  sarcastic  face,  and  rose  to  obey.  Some- 
how people  always  did  what  Lady  Julia  told  them  ; 
and,  muttering  something  about  "  worsted  stock- 
ings," he  plmiged  into  the  morass,  and  tapped 
"  Nobler  King  "  on  his  unoccupied  shoulder. 

The  strangely  assorted  pair  stopped  momentarily 
the  whole  stream  of  the  Ride.  Peers  and  peer- 
esses diverged  on  either  side,  to  the  complete  de- 
rangement of  their  pace  and  conversation.  A 
general  of  cavalry  had  to  make  his  charger  change 
its  leg  at  half  a  stride's  notice  that  he  might 
avoid  them.  An  amiable  baronet  lost  both  stirrups, 
his  balance,  and  his  hat,  almost  everything  but 
his  temper,  from  the  suddenness  with  which  he 
pulled  up ;  and  an  extremely  dashing,  solitary, 
Bois  de  Boulogne  looking  lady,  in  a  velvet  habit, 
relapsed  so  instantaneously  from  a  haute-ecole 
canter  to  a  butter-and-eggs  trot,  as  to  transform, 
with    the    rapidity  of  magic,   a  round,   shapely, 
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flowing  form  of  feminine  beauty  into  a  mere  mass 
of  pudding,  quivering  and  shaking  about  in  a 
bag. 

"  The  Nobler,"  hoAvever,  maintained  his  position 
in  dignified  composure.  He  took  off  his  hat  and 
drew  up  his  short  form  with  the  air  of  an  old 
]^^rench  marquis. 

"  Glad  to  see  you,  my  lord  viscount !"  said  he, 
with  perfect  assurance,  and  in  a  voice  that  might 
have  been  heard  at  the  Barracks.  "  Your  lord- 
ship looks  well,  but  a  little  low  in  condition. 
London  life,  my  lord,  London  life  !  It  must  tell. 
I  find  the  same  thing  myself.      Your  lordsliip  was 

irood  enough  to  obliije  me  with  the  loan  of  half-a- 

"~  "  '-'  %. 

crown  at  Epsom  Spring.  If  you  happen  to  have 
seventeen  and  sixpence  about  you  I  could  pay  up 
at  once  in  gold.  It's  these  small  debts,  my  lord, 
that  give  a  gentleman  a  bad  name  amongst  the 
lower  classes." 

"Go  to  the  devil !"  answered  Mexico,  impa- 
tiently, for  he  observed  a  whole  knot  of  laughing 
idlers;  amongst  others  the  Duke  of  Merthyi-- 
Tydvil,  with  little  Caradoc  on  his  shoulder,  lis- 
tening delighted  to  this  harangue.  "  Go  to  the 
devil !  you  impudent  vagabond.     Or  stay :  there's 
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a  lady  wants  to  look  at  your  dog.     Come  into  the 
walk  with  me." 

"  Since  your  lordship  is  good  enough  to  offer 
me  the  choice,  I  will  give  you  the  precedence  to 
which  you  are  entitled  over  the  other  nobleman," 
replied  "the  Nobler,"  with  undiminished  affability, 
adding,  "I  shall  have  great  pleasure  in  allowing 
your  lordship  to  present  me  to  any  lady  of  your 
acquaintance." 

This  polite  speech  brought  the  Viscount  and 
the  dog-stealer  in  front  of  Lady  Julia's  chair. 
Tatters  recognised  her  in  a  moment,  making- 
frantic  efforts  to  extricate  himself  from  his  keeper's 
grasp,  and  the  young  lady  herself  doubted  no 
longer  that  this  was  the  same  dog  she  had  taken 
in  her  lap  to  caress  that  happy  morning  in  the 
green  lane. 

She  smothered  a  sigh,  this  wilful,  prosperous 
coquette,  and  with  it  an  intense  longing  to  buy 
the  beast  at  once  for  a  hundred  pounds,  and  take 
it  in  her  arms,  new  dress  and  all,  while  she 
covered  it  Avith  kisses.  She  began  low,  however, 
as  she  thought,  in  her  bargaining,  and  remarked 
quietly,  "  That  is  rather  a  nice  dog,  though  too  longr 
coated  for  a  lady.     I  will  give  you  a  sovereign  for 
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him,  if  I  cau  take  liim  with  me  immediately,  just 
as  lie  is." 

"Very  sorry  to  disappoint  your  ladyship," 
replied  "  the  Nobler,"  with  the  utmost  deference ; 
"  but  the  dog  is  private  property,  and  is  not  for 
sale." 

Mr.  King,  you  observe,  had  far  too  much  tact 
to  attempt  with  ladies  the  same  grotesque  buf- 
foonery that  he  found  answered  his  purpose  admi- 
rably with  the  male  scions  of  aristocracy,  who 
encouraged  and  rewarded  his  impertinences.  Such 
want  of  worldly  Avisdom  woidd  soon  have  destroyed 
the  easiest  and  most  lucrative  branch  of  his  pro- 
fession, therefore  his  female  customers  pronounced 
him  a  "  most  civil  and  obliging  person,  who  could 
always  supply  any  kind  of  dog  you  wanted  at  less 
than  a  week's  notice ;"  and  not  one  of  them  but 
would  have  flown  out  indignantly  at  husband  or 
brother  who  had  hinted  the  possibility  that  the 
darling  she  mourned  so  bitterly  last  autumn,  and 
all  through  the  winter,  had  been  abstracted  and 
sold  to  go  to  Liverpool  with  Mr.  King's  full  con- 
currence and  advice,  if  not  actually  purloined  b}-^ 
that  gentleman  himself. 

"Not  for  sale!"  exclaimed  Lady   Julia,  with 
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rising  colour.  "  Then,  why  do  you  bring  liim 
here  ?  Where  did  you  get  him  ?  What's  liis 
history  ?     I  believe  you  stole  him  !" 

"  I  brings  him  here  every  day  for  a  hairin',  my 
lady,"  answered  "the  Nobler,"  bowing  at  every 
second  word  with  the  utmost  politeness.  "He 
belongs  to  a  cousin  of  my  own.  A  respectable 
tradesman,  my  lady ;  a  man  of  some  property. 
He's  very  much  attached  to  the  dog  for  its  affec- 
tionate disposition  and  manners  in  the  'ouse.  I 
never  see  a  dog  so  gentle  witli  children,  my  lady, 
along  of  being  brought  up  with  'em ;  and  broke  to 
a  drawing-room — leastways  a  parliour — wonderful ! 
No,  my  lady,  I  don't  think  as  my  cousin  could  be 
tempted  to  part  of  Scamp.  Tho'  of  course  he's  a 
man  with  a  large  family  too.  Scamp,  my  boy,  it's 
time  for  us  to  be  goin'  home." 

But  Tatters  answered  in  no  way  to  the  name  of 
Scamp,  and  Lady  Julia  was  more  convinced  than 
ever  that  it  was  the  dog  she  thought.  Moreover, 
though  it  might  be  supposed  that  Mr.  King's 
dinner-hour  was  approaching,  he  seemed  in  no  great 
hurry  to  depart. 

"Five  pounds!"  exclaimed  her  ladyship),  in  a 
low,  rapid  voice,  a  little  ashamed  of  the  price,  but 
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all  her  prudential  resolutions  disapjiearing  before 
the  contingency  of  losing  sight  of  Tatters. 

"  It's  a  Largain,  my  lady !"  replied  "  the  Nobler," 
closing  with  so  good  an  offer  on  the  spot,  and 
releasing  liis  captive  at  once,  who  jumped  AA'ithout 
delay  into  Lady  Julia's  lap,  and  whined  and 
trembled  with  delight,  licking  her  face  repeatedly 
without  finding  its  caresses  repelled. 

Lord  3Iexico  looked  on  in  astonishment,  and 
the  Duchess  began  to  think  there  was  something 
more  than  a  mere  case  of  dog-fancying  in  this 
costly  and  unexpected  purchase  of  an  exceedingly 
rough-coated  terrier;  but  a  difficulty  now  arose 
which  was  hardly  to  be  expected  in  such  a  quarter : 
the  five  pounds  was  not  forthcoming  with  which 
to  pay  for  the  dog ! 

Lady  Julia  did  not  of  course  go  for  a  morn- 
ing's walk  with  a  purse  in  her  pocket.  The 
two  or  three  rings  and  one  bracelet  she  wore 
might  have  been  worth  seventy  or  eighty  pounds. 
Her  handkerchief  and  parasol  represented  two 
or  three  sovereigns  more ;  but  of  ready  money 
she  had  not  so  much  as  a  postage  stamp, 
having  actually  paid  for  her  own  chair  and  tlie 
Duchess's   with   two   of    those    convenient    little 
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government  securities  brought  out  for  the   pur- 
pose. 

Her  companion  had  indeed  got  her  purse  with 
her,  but  it  contained  only  eighteen-pence,  the 
Duke  having  borrowed  all  her  surplus  of  silver  to 
pay  for  his  boat  on  the  Serpentine.  It  was  no  use 
asking  Jiim.  Merthyr-Tydvil  never  had  a  farthing 
in  his  pocket,  as,  how  should  he,  witli  a  generous 
disposition,  a  pack  of  fox-hounds,  string  of  race- 
horses, and  three  country-house  establishments,  all 
on  full  pay  ? 

Lady  Julia  turned  round  and  appealed  to 
Mexico.  This  nobleman's  income  was  two-and- 
twenty  thousand  a  year,  paid  quarterly,  without 
deduction  or  drawbacks.  He  Avas  virtually  one  of 
the  richest  men  in  London,  had  no  town-house, 
and  only  a  shooting-box  in  tlie  country;  could 
give  five  hundred  a-piece  for  his  horses,  or  his 
opera  boxes,  or  anything  he  fancied,  and  laid  by 
every  year  two-thirds  of  his  income.  But  when 
Mexico  came  to  turn  his  pockets  out  he  could 
only  muster  seven  and  sixpence  in  silver,  and 
two  of  the  new  halfpence  that  shine  like  brass. 
Mr.  King  was  anxious  for  his  money  at  once. 
He  had  an  "  appointment,"  he  said,  with  a  gen- 
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tleman  in  the  City  at  two.     He  ought  to  be  gone 
now. 

Fortunately,  at  this  crisis,  Mexico  caught  sight 
of  Young  Overdue,  an  ornament  to  her  Majesty's 
Household  Brigade,  with  an  allowance  of  two 
liundi-ed  per  annum,  and  the  tastes,  accompanied 
by  the  liabilities,  of  a  mUUonaire." 

"  Overdue !"  holloaed  the  Yiscount ;  "  can  you 
lend  us  a  fiver  ?" 

"  A  hundred  of  them,  if  you  like,"  answered  the 
spendthrift,  pulling  out  a  roll  of  notes  in  a  beau- 
tiful satin  case  embroidered  with  gold.  "  Take 
what  you  want.  It's  settling  day  at  Tattersall's,  so 
a  few  more  or  less  makes  no  difference  !" 

So  Lord  Mexico,  borrowing  a  five-pound  note 
from  the  reckless  young  soldier,  handed  it  to  Lady 
Julia,  who  paid  it  away  to  "  Nobler  King"  in  ex- 
change for  Tatters,  and  although  she  punctually 
repaid  his  lordship  within  twenty-four  hours,  I 
think  it  very  probable  the  Viscount  forgot  to  re- 
imburse Overdue,  and  I  am  sure  the  last  never 
troubled  his  head  about  it  again,  one  way  or  the 
other. 

Having  obtained  what  she  wanted,  Lady  Julia 
grew  very  impatient  to  get  home. 
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"You  will  come  to  luncheon  "with  us,  dear?" 
said  the  Duchess,  who  lived  only  two  doors  off. 
No  !  Lady  Julia  would  not  come  to  luncheon.  It 
would  make  her  so  late.  ]\Iamma  never  went  out 
the  days  of  her  "  at  homes,"  therefore  she  could 
have  the  carriage  early,  and  meant  to  go  and  see 
J\Iiss  Prince,  her  old  governess,  so  she  took  leave 
of  her  chaperone  on  her  own  doorstep,  and  hurry- 
ing off  to  the  dining-room  with  her  prize,  pro- 
ceeded to  give  Tatters  a  most  indigestible  and 
injudicious  luncheon  without  further  delay. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

jack's  alive.  ■ 

HOUGH  she  travelled  without  a  com- 
panion by  ordinary  mail-train,  in  a 
first-class  carriage  as  yet  unprovided 
with  any  startling  apparatus  by  which 
to  communicate  her  alarms  and  misgivings  to  the 
guard,  Miss  Brooke  arrived  safely  in  London,  with- 
out sustaining  insult  or  injury  on  her  journey. 

She  was  only  very  cold,  pale  and  uncomfortable 
while  she  drove  through  the  morning  streets,  in  the 
noisiest  of  cabs,  but  had  presence  of  mind  enough 
left,  notwithstanding  her  pre-occupation,  to  resist 
the  driver's  extortion  when  he  set  her  down  at 
Miss  Prince's  door,  and  to  give  him  not  much  more 
thnn  fifty  per  cent,  over  his  legal  fare.  She  felt 
strange,  confused,  wearied  and  anxious,  yet  at  the 
VOL.  III.  R 
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same  time  liappier  than  she  had  been  for  weeks,, 
and  she  certainly  did  wonder,  as  she  entered  the 
house,  whether  it  was  not  possible  that  she  should 
find  Pliilip  Stoney  in  attendance  on  her  brother. 

Could  she  have  known  that  he  turned  the 
corner  out  of  the  street,  about  thirty  seconds 
before  she  drove  into  it,  I  imagine  she  would 
have  felt  a  good  deal  relieved  and  not  a  little 
disappointed. 

There  was  no  disappointment,  however,  in  her 
meeting  with  Jack.  He  was  uj),  he  was  out  of 
danger,  he  was  in  a  fair  way  for  recovery.  The 
strong  family  constitution,  and  the  hard  family 
head,  had  carried  him  through  triumphantly,  and 
there  was  nothing,  so  Doctor  Blair  said,  to  prevent 
his  being  on  his  legs  again  in  a  week,  as  well  as 
ever  he  was  in  his  life.  This  good  news  she 
learned  immediately  on  her  arrival,  from  Miss 
Prince,  who  wept  copiously  in  imparting  it.  Mrs. 
George  Stoney  also,  though  by  no  means  a  weak- 
minded  person,  could  not  resist  folding  the  young- 
lady  in  a  tearful  embrace.  Helen  felt  she  was 
among  friends,  and,  being  comforted,  consoled, 
relieved  from  the  anticipation  of  a  great  affliction, 
cried  a  little,  I  dtn-o  say,  too ;  but  she  stopped  the 
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water-works  before  she  entered  the  invalid's  cham- 
ber, and  only  suffered  them  to  play  off  quietly  and 
in  secret,  while  she  looked  out  of  window,  after 
the  fii'st  greeting  with  her  brother  ANas  over,  and 
she  had  satisfied  herself  of  his  tliorough  amend- 
ment and  well-being. 

Of  course  she  insisted  on  becoming  head-nurse 
immediately,  unpacking  her  little  travelling-bag, 
and  pitching  her  tent,  as  it  were,  at  the  Front, 
without  delay.  Doctor  Blair,  entering  the  room, 
caught  her  in  the  act  of  smoothing  her  long, 
black  hair  at  the  glass  over  his  chimney-piece. 
The  tall,  freckled  Scotchman  started,  and  turned 
so  red  that  his  whiskers  paled  by  comparison. 

Thomas  the  Rhymer,  when  he  met  the  Queen 
of  Faery,  g-uiding  her  snow-white  palfi'ey  through 
the  gleams  of  the  summer  lime-trees  with  more 
than  mojtal  grace — sweet-voiced  ;  bright-eyed ; 
glowing  with  beauty,  and  all  a-blaze  vdth.  gold, 
could  not  have  been  more  completely  taken 
ajback.  Jack,  lying  on  the  sofa,  lauglied  tiU  his 
bandages  came  loose,  ere  he  could  explain  her 
presence. 

But  if  Blau'  was  dazzled  with  the  vision  that 
had  thus  irradiated  like  a  flood  of  sunshine  the 

K  2 
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gloom  of  his  drawing-room  floor,  no  less  was  he 
enchanted  with  the  quiet  dexterity  displayed  by 
Miss  Brooke  in  repairing  damages  for  the  sufferer. 

"  I  have  been  used  to  a  sick-room  all  my  life," 
said  she,  when  the  doctor  expressed  his  surprise 
and  admiration,  "though  I  never  had  to  nm-se 
Jack  before.  If  you  will  tell  me  exactly  what 
you  wish  done,  I  think  you  may  leave  him  to  my 
charge,  sir,  as  confidently  as  if  I  was  one  of  your 
own  hospital  nurses." 

"  Hospital  nurses  !"  repeated  Blair,  who  knew 
the  pattern  well,  lifting  up  his  hands  and  eyes  in 
vehement  protest,  "  I'm  thinkin'  we'll  none  o'  us 
get  nursed  by  the  like  o'  you  in  this  world,  an'  I'm 
of  opeenion,  mem,  that  we'll  no  need  nurses  nor 
doctors  neither  in  the  next.  What  ye'll  do.  Miss 
Brooke,  to-day,  is  just  to  tak'  a  bed  in  beyont,  for 
s'  long  as  it's  your  pleasure  to  stop.  I'll  see  and 
ha'e  the  room  sorted  for  ye  this  vary  meenit. 
Whaur  will  I  sleep  mysel'?  Oo !  I've  gotten 
a  lawboratory  in  the  hoos.  I  can  aye  rest  the 
better  when  I  ken  I'm  no  for  off  my  tools.  Ye'll 
gi'e  your  brither  yon  bit  doze  in  the  phial  'gin 
he's  wakin'  in  an  hour's  time.  Gin'  he's  no,  ye'll 
just  pit  it  behind  the  fire!     Fare  ye  weel,  Miss 
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Brooke ;  ye're  a  Avise-like  young  leddy,  an'  I'm 
proud  to  get  a  grip  o'  your  hand !" 

So  speaking,  Doctor  Blair  departed  to  prepare 
his  own  sleeping-room  for  Helen,  ere  he  went  out 
to  visit  liis  patients,  leaving  her  fairly  installed 
and  settled  in  a  chair  at  Jack's  pillow,  for  the 
latter  had  insisted  on  being  dressed  and  moved  to 
a  sofa  in  the  front  room,  under  the  impression  that 
he  would  be  able  to  leave  the  house  and  return 
home  in  the  course  of  the  day. 

But  though  Jack  thought,  like  other  hardy, 
well-plucked  individuals  who  are  unused  to  illness, 
that  because  he  was  no  longer  in  actual  danger, 
he  must,  therefore,  be  quite  well,  his  sister's  ex- 
perience took  a  less  sanguine  view  of  his  con- 
dition, and  she  saw  that  perfect  quiet  was  in 
tliis,  as  in  all  similar  cases,  the  shortest  road  to 
recovery. 

So  she  would  tell  him  nothing  of  her  own 
doings,  and  refused  even  to  discuss  with  him  the 
probability  of  regaining  Tatters,  a  matter  on  which 
Jack's  mind  was  a  good  deal  disturbed;  but 
sitting  withui  reach  of  him  in  silence,  and  busying 
her  slender  fingers  with  a  bit  of  crochet-work,  out 
of  the  travelling-bag,  which  only  to  look  at  was  an 
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opiatie  and  a  sedative,  she  had  the  satisfaction  of 
seeing  his  eyes  shut,  his  head  droop,  and  liis  whole 
frame  relax  in  a  deep,  sound,  healthy  slumber 
that  promised  to  last  for  hours. 

The  apparition  of  Miss  Prince  gesticulating  in 
dumb  show  at  the  door  did  in  no  way  disturb  the 
jjatient,  and  Helen  crossing  the  room  lightly  with 
]ier  noiseless  step,  gathered  from  the  little  woman's 
pantomime  and  broken  murmurs  that  it  was  her 
own  and  Mrs.  George's  opinion  Miss  Brooke  must 
take  some  rest.  For  the  furtherance  of  this  object 
she  had  made  and  brought  a  cup  of  strong  black 
tea,  such  as-one  might  give  a  student  who  has  been 
out  of  bed  several  nights  to  keep  him  awake  yet 
another  hour,  and  had  placed  it  in  the  adjoining 
apartment  for  Helen's  consumption.  Here,  too, 
the  young  lady  found  a  large  easy  chair  in  which 
to  repose  her  frame  ;  and  here,  with  the  door  ajar, 
that  she  might  watch  her  patient.  Miss  Prince  left 
Helen,  with  an  assurance,  in  a  ghostly  whisper,  that 
]ione  of  the  Stoneys,  nor  indeed  any  other  inmate 
of  the  house,  should  disturb  her  solitude. 

After  the  strong  tea,  sleep  was  of  course  impos- 
sible ;  and  the  crochet-work,  though  she  had  it  on 
her  knee,  did  not  make  much  progress.     Helen 
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soon  relapsed  as  usual  into  contemplation  of  the 
impossibility  she  resolved  every  day  to  think  of  no 
more.  Jack's  accident,  and  her  own  decided  step 
in  thus  joiu"neying  unaccompanied  to  London,  had 
for  a  time  broken  the  thread  of  her  customary 
reflections ;  but  the  anxiety  of  the  one  was  happily 
over,  and  the  excitement  of  the  other  had  passed 
away  with  her  arrival.  The  dull,  familiar  pain 
began  to  gnaw,  as  of  old,  relieved  only  by  the 
l)rospect  of  seeing  Philip  Stoney  just  once  more. 
A  contingency  that,  while  it  added  sharpness  to 
the  pangs,  rendered  them  notwithstanding  less 
^\■earisome  and  intolerable.       ■" 

He  might  be  in  the  house  even  now,  she  thought, 
})erhaps  only  parted  from  her  by  the  planking  of 
the  floor ;  yet,  had  it  been  so,  he  would  surely 
have  afforded  her  some  token  of  his  presence, 
could  not  have  left  her  entirely  unnoticed,  like  an 
utter  stranger.  Perhaps,  after  all,  he  had  given 
her  up,  as  she  had  him ;  perhaps  he  had  not  really 
cared  for  her  so  very  much — he  had  never  exactly 
told  her  so.  Ah !  that  would  be  better  for  him,  for 
both  ;  and  yet  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  wish 
it.  How  wicked  of  her  !  No  ;  though  she  might 
pray  for  it,  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  wish  it ! 
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But  it  was  not  so — she  was  S2i7'e  it  was  not  so  ! 
In  siicli  matters  there  is  a  conviction  deejier  than 
all  reasoning  that  accorujianies  the  truth.  She 
knew  he  loved  her,  just  as  certainly  as  she  knew  it 
was  her  duty  to  forget  him  henceforth.  If  she 
could  see  him  she  would  tell  him  so.  The  pain 
would  be  over  then  once  for  all.  AVhy  was  he  away 
to-day  of  all  days  ?  Where  could  he  be  ?  What 
was  he  doing  now  ? 

What  Mr.  Philip  Stoney  was  actually  doing  at 
the  moment  Miss  Brooke's  reflections  brought 
her  to  this  point,  was  hurrying  back  to  Short 
Street,  at  the  utmost  pace  his  somewhat  remark- 
able walking  powers  could  command.  He  had 
been  obliged  to  leave  home  for  business,  before 
Jack  Brooke  woke  in  the  morning ;  but  as  he  had 
never  yet  asked  for  a  half-holiday  from  his  em- 
ployer, he  found  little  difficulty  in  obtaining  a 
remission  of  his  duties  for  the  rest  of  tlie  day  after 
dinner-time.  Philip  was  the  most  considerate  fel- 
low in  the  Avorld  of  other  people's  feelings,  and  he 
had  learned  through  Blair  the  anxiety  under  which 
the  convalescent  laboured  about  his  dog.  He  had 
employed  the  first  hour  of  his  spare  time,  accord- 
ingly, in  seeking  the  haunts  of  sundry  individuals 
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wliom  he  knew  by  sight  in  the  streets,  as  belong- 
uig  to  the  clog-fancying  profession.  In  such  re- 
search he  had  come  across  no  less  practised  a  pro- 
ficient than  Jem  Batters,  who,  after  a  touching  and 
penitent  recognition,  not  ^dthout  gushing  tears, 
consequent  on  an  overdose  of  stimulants,  confided 
to  him  that  he  was  himself  in  quest  of  just  such 
an  article  as  "  Mas'r  Philip  "  described.  On  com- 
paring notes  a  little  further,  Jem  "  made  a  clean 
breast  of  it,"  with  a  few  regervations  in  his  own 
favour,  and  detailed  the  whole  account  of  the 
murderous  onslaught  to  which  he  had  been  a  wit- 
ness. Philip  was  quite  satisfied  that  his  friend 
had  been  the  victim  of  foul  play,  though  he  little 
suspected  at  whose  hands,  and  was  now  more  than 
ever  anxious  for  an  interview,  in  which,  if  Jack 
was  well  enough,  they  should  devise  means  for  the 
recovery  of  his  favourite,  and  the  punishment  of 
his  foe. 

Jem  Batters,  mdeed,  had  declared  confidently 
that  he  could  lay  his  hand  on  this  or  any  other 
missing  dog  in  London  within  twenty-four  hours ; 
and  had  also  expressed  his  readiness  to  identify 
the  person  of  Mr.  Broolce's  assailant,  and  swear  to 
him,  if  necessary,  in  a  court  of  justice.  Previous  to 
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taking  further  measures,  however,  he  wisely  sug- 
gested that  Tatters,  with  the  sagacity  of  his  kind, 
might  have  run  straight  back  to  the  place  at  which 
he  was  kidnapped  on  escaping  from  captivity,  and 
proposed,  therefore,  in  the  first  instance,  to  accom- 
jiany  Philip  as  far  as  Miss  Prince's  house  in  Short 
Street  before  making  search  elsewhere.  Thus  it 
came  to  pass  that  the  pair  appeared  at  her  door  in 
the  very  moment  when  a  smart  and  gaudy-looking 
gentleman,  having  rung  gently  at  the  bell,  was 
endeavouring  to  ascertain  whether  Miss  Brooke 
had  arrived  from  the  maid,  who  knew  nothing,  as 
i]i  duty  bound. 

Multiple,  I  think  I  have  abeady  shown,  was  not 
a  man  to  be  easily  foiled  in  an  emergency.  When 
he  came  down  to  breakfast  at  Bridlemere,  ready 
dressed  for  his  journey,  he  was  doubtless  startled, 
as  well  as  angry,  to  learn  tliat  Miss  Brooke  had 
gone.  He  recovered  liimself,  however,  quickly 
enough,  and  dissembled  his  sui'prise  with  habitual 
cunning,  avoiding  any  interview  with  the  Squire, 
and  leading  the  servants  to  suppose  by  liis  manner 
that  he  was  aware  of  the  young  lady's  movements, 
and  had  arranged  to  meet  her  at  some  interme- 
diate station,  and  thence  accompany  her  to  her 
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jom-ney's  end.  He  did  not  of  course  say  so  in  as 
many  words  to  the  butler  who  brought  in  the  urn, 
or  the  footman  who  paelted  up  liis  things,  or  the 
coachman  who  drove  him  to  the  station ;  but  each 
of  these  domestics  nevertheless,  as  well  as  the 
whole  household,  includino-  Helen's  own  maid 
imbibed  somehow  this  improbable  version  of 
the  business,  and  became  fiilly  persuaded  of  its 
truth. 

Multiple's  knowdedge  of  Miss  Brooke's  character 
satisfied  him  that  she  w'as  just  as  sure  to  go  at 
once  to  her  brother  as  a  wounded  deer  is  to  travel 
down-hill  to  the  stream ;  but  it  was  necessary  that 
he  should  make  certain  of  her  refuge  in  the  first 
instance  before  taking  further  measures  ;  and 
though  he  had  no  desire  to  confront  Jack  Brooke, 
and  a  sti'onger  objection  still  to  the  gaunt  Scotch 
doctor  who  had  questioned  him  so  freely,  he 
thought  he  might  safely  inquire  at  Miss  Prince's 
door  whether  the  young  lady  was  within,  and 
make  it  appear  in  this  quarter  also,  that  even  if 
they  had  come  up  in  different  trains  their  inten- 
tion was  to  travel  down  again  to  Bridlemere 
together. 

The  moment  he  set  eyes  on  him,  Jem  Batters 


252  THE   EPvOOKES   OF   BRIDLEMERE. 

recognised  his  figure.  He  caught  tight  hold  of 
Philip  Stoney's  arm — • 

"  That's  the  chap,"  said  he.  "  I'd  swear  his  life 
away  amongst  a  score  on  'em.  I'm  not  over  fond 
of  the  Bobbies  myself,  Mas'r  Phil ;  but  you  just 
ketch  a  hold  on  him — I'll  have  a  peeler  from 
round  the  corner  to  help  us,  in  less  than  no 
time  !" 

Even  while  he  spoke,  Multiple  turned  to  depart, 
having  learned  what  he  wished  to  know.  The  two 
men  on  the  pavement  cut  off  his  retreat,  and  Jem 
advanced  on  him  with  more  determination  than 
that  besotted  person  usually  displayed. 

"  No,  you  don't !"  said  he,  coming  close  up,  as  if 
to  collar  his  man.  '•  You're  a  uice  party,  you  are. 
D'ye  think  I  wasn't  down  upon  your  little  game 
here  yesterday  ?  Aye,  do,  if  you  dare !  If  you 
lift  a  finger,  I'll  have  every  peeler  in  Bow  Street 
down  on  ye,  you  thieving,  murdering,  dog-steah'ng 
blackguard — you !" 

Multiple  drew  himself  back,  ready  to  strike  if 
necessary,  knowing  Avlmt  a  fair  blow  he  could  get 
at  an  adversaiy  who  prepared  to  collar  him  and 
didn't ;  but  recognising  Philip  Stoney,  whom  he 
had  seen  in  ]\riddlesworth,  he  thoup-ht  it  best  to 
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take  the  high  hand,  affecting  a  tone  of  haughty- 
surprise  rather  than  indignation  at  the  whole 
proceeding,  as  being  less  an  outrage  than  a  mis- 
take. 

"  What  does  this  mean  ?"  said  he,  loftily.  "  Who, 
and  what,  is  this  drunken  ruffian  ?  May  I  ask,  sir, 
as  he  seems  to  accompany  you,  whether  he  is  act- 
ing under  your  orders,  or  on  your  behalf  ?  Oh  !  I 
beg  pardon — Mr.  Stoney,  I  believe  ?  You  can 
doubtless  assure  this  impudent  fellow  that  he  takes 
me  for  somebody  else," 

The  last  sentence  was  spoken  in  a  tone  of 
admirably-acted  surprise,  subsiding  gradually  into 
a  courteous  appeal  for  that  assistance  which  one 
gentleman  natm-ally  affords  another.  Philip,  how- 
ever, was  not  to  be  thus  hoodwinked — 

"  This  is  an  awkward  business,  Mr.  Multiple," 
said  he.  "  I  am  unwilling  to  make  a  disturbance 
in  the  street,  but  I  cannot  lose  sight  of  you  till 
matters  have  been  cleared  up.  I  am  surprised  you 
should  have  come  here !"  he  added  reflectively,  and 
more  to  himself  than  the  other. 

"  I  came  here  as  an  intimate  friend  of  the 
family,"  answered  Multiple,  putting  a  bold  face  on 
the  business;  "  to  offer  my  assistance  to  the  gentle- 
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man  who  is  lying  ill  up-stairs,  and  to  inquii-e  after 
Miss  Brooke.  Here  she  comes.  If  you  disbelieve 
me,  let  her  answer  for  herself;  but  in  the  name  of 
everything  that  is  courteous  and  gentlemanlike, 
send  this  ruffian  about  his  business  forthwith !" 

Thus  adjured,  Philip,  whose  belief  in  the  truth 
of  Jem  Batters'  story  was  considerably  shaken  by 
Multiple's  manner,  as  well  as  his  own  conviction 
<.)f  its  extreme  improbability,  withdi-ew  the  latter 
into  the  passage,  for  they  had  hitherto  been  stand- 
ing on  the  step,  and  shut-to  the  door,  leaving  Jem 
outside.  Helen  was  already  in  the  hall :  she  had 
heard  voices  in  loud  altercation,  and  fearful  the 
noise  might  wake  her  brother,  had  come  down  to 
entreat  the  disputants  to  be  quiet.  Philip  stood 
spell-bound.  Multiple's  appeal  was  no  less  unex- 
pected than  Miss  Brooke's  appearance  at  this  junc- 
tm-e.  Unconsciously,  though,  he  interposed  liis 
own  person  between  the  young  lady  and  her  visitor. 
The  latter  was  the  first  to  speak — 

"Miss  Brooke,"  said  he  cheerfully,  "you  can 
bear  witness  to  my  identity.  There  has  been  some 
ridiculous  mistake,  but  your  presence  sets  every- 
tliing  right.  Mr.  Stoncy  will  be  satisfied  with 
^our  assurance  that  I  come  here  with  the  right  of 
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one  boimd  to  your  family  by  the  closest  ties — or, 
at  least,  very  soon  about  to  be  so.  Is  not  tliis 
the  truth?" 

Philip  looked  from  him  to  her,  like  a  man  who 
awaits  his  sentence.  She  was  quite  pale,  and  even 
her  lips  were  white.  No  sound  came  from  them 
in  answer,  but  one  of  her  listeners,  intently  watch- 
ing, could  perceive  that  they  syllabled  a  distinct 
affirmative. 

Then  Philip's  heart  died  within  him,  and  he 
cared  little  what  became  of  Multiple,  or  Jem  Bat- 
ters, or  Jack  Brooke,  or  indeed  anybody  m  the 
world.  It  was  true  then — all  true  I  How  could 
he  have  so  deceived  himself  as  to  disbelieve  it 
Avhen  he  heard  it  first  ? 

*'  I  only  called  to  say  I  was  at  your  orders  about 
returning,"  added  Multiple,  quite  satisfied  with 
the  Avay  in  which  he  had  got  out  of  his  jDresent 
difficulty,  and  chiefly  anxious  now  to  secure  his 
retreat.  "  We  will  go  down  together,  when  you 
think  your  brother  well  enough  to  leave  him, 
Helen,  unless  you  wish  me  to  retm-n  to  the  Squire, 
and  come  up  for  you  again  in  a  day  or  two." 

She  found  her  voice  now,  and  a  veiy  cold, 
haughty  voice  it  was,  while  she  replied — 
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"  I  shall  write  to  Uncle  Archie  to  take  me  down 
at  once ;  and  ask  him  to  stay  M-ith  us  till  my 
brother  is  able  to  come  home." 

Then  she  turned  away  without  further  leave- 
taking,  and  began  to  walk  slowly  and  heavily  up- 
stairs. Multiple  Avas  gone  in  a  twinkling.  Philip 
Stoney  stood  under  the  lamp  in  the  hall,  and 
watched  the  folds  of  her  dress  rustling,  step  after 
stejj,  towards  her  chamber.  Already  she  had 
reached  the  first  landing,  and  was  turning  to 
go  on. 

"  Miss  Brooke  !  ssai  he,  pale,  half-choking,  but 
stanch  and  true  to  the  last.  She  stopped,  and 
somehow,  with  one  bound,  he  was  at  her  side. 
"  Miss  Brooke,"  he  repeated,  "  I  know  it  all — I 
heard  it  yesterday.  I  am  sure  now  it  is  true.  My 
only  wish  is  for  your  happiness.  I  p-ay  that  you 
may  be  the  happiest  woman  in  the  world  !  God 
bless  you !" 

She  gave  him  her  hand,  and  when  he  took  it  a 
Avarm  tear  fell  on  his  own  ;  she  sobbed  out  a  re- 
turn of  his  solemn  blessing,  and  rushed  away  to 
the  room  she  now  occupied,  at  once.  Had  she 
stayed  another  moment  she  must  have  fallen  in 
his  arms,  and  told  him  then  and  there  how  well 
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she  had  loved  him — so  dearly,  so  long — and  how 
she  loved  liim  still.  There  was  no  escape  but  in 
flight ;  nevertheless,  when  she  reached  sanctuary,  I 
doubt  if  she  could  write  legibly  or  intelhgibly  to 
Uncle  Archie,  unless  she  checked  the  stifling  sobs 
that  rose  so  wildly,  and  dried  the  blinding  tears 
that  would  not  be  controlled. 

And  this  was  the  meeting  to  which  these  two 
young  people  had  respectively  looked  forward  so 
longingly  !  that  in  all  their  unhappiness  they  had 
regarded  as  a  definite  point  to  which  they  must 
come  sooner  or  later ;  and  that  would  surely,  in 
some  way  or  other — they  didn't  exactly  know 
how  —  affect  their  future  very  beneficially,  and 
enable  them  to  bear  their  subsequent  trials  with 
exceeding  fortitude  and  resignation.  Nothing,  a 
week  ago,  could  have  distressed  either  of  them  so 
much  as  an  assurance  that  this  interview  was  never 
to  take  place. 

And  Avhat  was  its  result  ?  A  man  walking  aim- 
lessly about  the  streets  of  the  busy  city,  in  the 
vain  hope  that  change  of  scene  and  constant 
motion  would  take  off  somethmg,  were  it  ever  such 
a  little,  from  the  burden  of  leaden,  hopeless  sorrow, 
that  he  seemed  destined  to  carry  to  his  grave.     A 
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woman,  sitting  bowed  over  a  writing-table,  weep- 
ing, longing,  Avilcl,  repentant,  heart-broken,  Avisliing 
only  that  she  might  die. 

In  the  meantime  Brother  Jack  was  sleeping  a 
sound,  unbroken  slumber,  that,  to  use  Blair's 
metaphor,  kept  the  "  bung  in  the  barrel "  more 
effectually  than  all  the  doctor's  stuff  the  Latin 
language  was  ever  corrupted  to  compound.  The 
sleeping  draught,  directed  to  be  administered  in 
case  he  should  wake,  had  not  indeed  been  thrown 
"  behind  the  fire,"  but  stood  untouched  on  the 
chimney-piece,  his  fine  form  lay  stretched  supme 
and  motionless ;  the  pallor  occasioned  by  loss  of 
l)lood  was  on  his  cheek,  but  his  measured  breath- 
ing announced  the  depth  of  his  welcome  and  un- 
broken sleep.  It  was  this  regular  breathing  that 
first  aroused  Helen  from  the  passion  of  grief  to 
which  she  had  given  way.  With  every  woman 
worthy  of  the  name,  the  instincts  of  the  nurse  pre- 
dominate over  all  other  feelings,  however  engross- 
ing, and  Helen  was  essentially  a  woman  in  the 
most  lovable  and  womanly  attributes  of  her  sex. 
As  her  ear  satisfied  her  of  Jack's  salutary  slumbers 
and  happy  recovery,  she  blamed  herself  for  suffer- 
ing any  subject  in  the  world  to  divert  her  thoughts 
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from  her  brother's  safety,  and  for  dwelling  on  her 
own  selfish  sorrows,  however  keen  they  might  be, 
at  such  a  time.  She  forced  herself  to  allow  that 
she  ought  to  be  contented,  cheerful,  even  happy. 
Had  she  not  saved  Walter  from  dishonour  (thougli 
she  shuddered  to  think  at  what  a  price)  ?  and  was 
not  Jack  rescued  to-day  almost  out  of  the  jaws  of 
death  ?  Oh  !  if  this  blessed  sleep  would  only  last, 
she  would  have  both  her  brothers  to  live  for ;  and 
it  mattered  little  then  what  became  of  lierl 

She  composed  herself  sufficiently  ere  long  tci 
write  to  Uncle  Archie  ;  and  it  speaks  well  for  her 
unselfish  nature,  and  habitual  consideration  for  the 
feelings  of  others,  that  she  worded  her  note  plea- 
santly and  cheerfully,  as  if  she  was  the  lightest- 
hearted  damsel  in  the  world. 

The  envelope  was  hardly  addressed  ere  she  was 
startled  by  one  of  those  alarming  double  knocks 
that  seem  to  shake  a  small  London  house  to  its 
very  foundations,  and  are  inflicted  by  great  people's 
footmen,  as  though  in  indignant  protest  that  sueli 
humble  tenement  should  presume  to  have  a  door 
at  all.  The  maid,  ascending  all  begrimed  from 
her  work  below,  answered  the  summons  with  un- 
expected alacrity,  but  must  have  been  surprised 

s  2 


200  THE    BROOKES    OF    BRIDLEMEEE. 

at  tlie  unusual  proceeding  which  instantly  fol- 
lowed her  admission  that  Miss  Prince  ^yas  at 
home. 

Instead  of  the  orderly  entrance  customary  with 
the  aristocracy  in  the  height  of  the  London  season,  a 
beautiful  young  lady,  beautifully  dressed,  descended 
from  a  remarkably  well-appointed  barouche,  with 
a  rough  terrier  in  her  arms,  to  proceed,  decorously 
enough,  into  the  house.  No  sooner,  however,  had 
her  feet  touched  the  pavement,  than  the  dog, 
struggling  violently  from  her  hold,  dropped  head 
and  tail  in  a  horizontal  line,  to  scour  through  the 
open  door,  and  up  the  opposite  staircase  as  hard  as 
he  could  lay  legs  to  the  ground.  The  young  lady 
followed  almost  as  rapidly,  leaving  the  stately 
footman  in  his  six  feet  of  helpless  magnificence  to 
exchange  with  the  dingy,  little  maid-of-all-work 
vacant  looks  of  astonishment  and  dismay. 

Thy  had  not  the  least  recovered  themselves 
before  the  dog  reached  the  top  of  the  stairs,  and 
bouncing  with  both  fore-feet  against  the  door  that 
opposed  him,  so  violently  as  to  burst  it  open,  leapt 
with  a  yell  of  delight  to  Jack  Brooke's  neck  at  a 
bound,  licking  his  face,  hands,  hair,  whiskers,  in 
an  outburst  of  affection,  all  the  more  true  and 
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toucliiiig  that  it  wanted  the  jjower  of  speech  to  give 
it  vent. 

Jack  woke  up  with  a  start,  to  find  liis  favourite 
in  his  arms.  He  thought  it  was  a  dream — he  was 
sure  it  was  a  dream,  when  he  opened  his  eyes  wide, 
and  looked  towards  the  door. 

Lady  Julia  Treadwell  could  run  up-stairs  as  fast 
as  most  people,  and  was  not  likely  to  lose  her 
recent  purchase  for  want  of  a  little  activity  and 
speed  of  foot.  She  darted  after  Tatters,  deter- 
mined that  he  should  not  escape  ;  and  the  ardour 
of  the  chase  brought  her  point-blank  into  the  room 
where  Jack  Brooke  lay,  pale,  bandaged,  dis- 
hevelled, but  looking  very  handsome  nevertheless, 
while  he  returned  the  caresses  of  his  dog  on  the 
sofa. 

Lady  Julia,  for  once  in  her  life,  was  fairly  taken 
aback.  That  she  had  not  been  thinking  of  the 
gentleman  on  whose  solitude  she  thus  intruded 
during  the  last  ten  minutes,  I  will  not  venture  to 
affirm ;  but  if  so,  she  had  pictured  liim  to  herself 
walkinir  over  the  farm  at  home  in  leather  gaiters, 
perhaps  standing  at  a  Avell-remembered  spot  in  the 
green  lane,  looking  wistfully  towards  Tollesdale, 
and  wishing — well,  wishing  the   London   season 
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was  over,  and  she  herself  had  begun  her  country 
rides  again. 

It  icas  startling,  then,  to  bounce  in  on  him,  here 
of  all  places  in  the  world,  apparently  in  his  bed- 
room, or  the  next  thing  to  it,  in  such  deshabille 
too  ;  and,  good  heavens  !  those  bandages  !  What 
could  have  happened  ?  Surely  not  seriously 
hurt ! 

For  once,  I  say,  she  was  really  taken  aback,  and 
this  worldly  young  lady,  who  prided  herself  above 
all  things  on  an  external  composure  and  good 
breeding  that  no  untoAvard  combination  could 
affect,  blushed  scarlet  to  the  roots  of  her  chestnut 
liair,  and  stood  stock-still,  open-mouthed,  lookmg 
as  awkward  as  a  milkmaid.  Soon,  however,  all 
thoughts  of  self  merged  in  anxiety  for  his  welfare, 
and  she  turned  quite  pale  again,  though  she  walked 
(]uietly  up  to  his  sofa,  and  placing  one  hand  on  his 
sliovdder,  while  he  took  the  other  as  reverently  as 
if  it  had  been  some  saintly  relic,  prevented  the 
t^ffort  he  was  making  to  get  up  and  bid  her  wel- 
come. 

Tatters  in  the  meantime  jumped  down,  barked, 
scoured  round  the  room,  and  jumped  on  the  sofa 
once  more. 
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"  What  is  it,  Mr.  Brooke  ?"  she  asked,  iu  a  low, 
eager,  .broken  voice.  "  AMiy  are  you  here  ?  What 
is  the  matter  ?  Don't  be  afraid  to  tell  me.  Is  it 
anything  really  serious  ?" 

Jack  was  in  the  seventh  heaven,  like  a  Moslem 
Avho  has  fallen  asleep  to  clash  of  scimitar  and 
clang  of  atabal  in  battle,  to  be  woke  by  the  wave 
of  his  love's  green  scarf  in  paradise.  He  was  yet 
lialf  afraid  he  must  be  dreaming  still. 

"  Serious !"  he  repeated,  with  a  smile.  "  Not  a 
bit  of  it !  Only  a  common  crack  on  the  head : 
I've  had  many  a  worse  out  hunting.  The  doctor 
— who  makes  the  most  of  it,  of  com-se — says  I  shall 
])e  all  right  in  a  day  or  two.  How  good  of  you, 
though,  to  come  and  see  me." 

"  I  didn't  come  to  see  you,  Mr.  Brooke,"  replied 
her  ladyship,  and  here  she  coloured  up  a  good 
deal  once  more.  "  3[iss  Prince,  my  old  governess, 
lives  in  this  house,  and  I  often  j)ay  her  a  visit." 
Then,  temj)ering  a  little  the  cold  water  she  had 
just  dashed  over  him,  she  added  tenderly,  "  I  hoi^e 
it  is  as  you  say.  I  trust  you  may  not  be  dan- 
gerously hurt.  Oh !  Mr.  Brooke,  I  know  you  arc 
too  rash,  too  foolhardy.  Tell  me  all  about  it :  I 
must  know,  I  insist  on  knowing,  how  it  happened !" 
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Jack  had  not  yet  coolly  reviewed  the  proceed- 
ings of  the  previous  day  for  himself.  As  the  cir- 
cumstances rose  before  him,  one  by  one,  he  felt 
how  inappropriate  they  were  for  narration  to  such 
a  person,  at  such  a  time,  and  in  such  a  place.  He 
could  no  more  prevaricate  than  he  could  tell  a  direct 
lie,  so  he  thought  it  better  to  refuse  her  the  infor- 
mation she  required  point-blank.  Also,  the  train 
of  thought  thus  originated  associated  itself  neces- 
sarily with  Walter,  and  something  went  through 
liim  like  a  knife,  while  he  remembered  how 
often  he  had  suspected,  and  with  what  apparent 
reason,  that  the  interest  Lady  Julia  showed  in 
himself  was  but  for  Walter's  sake,  after  all ;  so  his 
voice  was  a  good  deal  colder,  and  his  manner  more 
reserved,  while  he  replied — ■ 

"  The  whole  origin  of  the  accident  was  of  a 
nature  that  could  not  possibly  interest  you  or  any 
other  lady.  Men  are  always  getting  into  scrapes, 
you  know,  and  are  lucky  when  they  get  out  of 
them  with  no  more  damage  than  a  crack  on  the 
crown.  Mine  is  really  almost  well.  I  hope  to  be 
back  at  Bridlemere  to-morrow.  We  Brookes,  you 
know.  Lady  Julia,  have  got  very  hard  heads !" 

"  And  hard  hearts  too !"  thought  Lady  Julia, 
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though  she  was  careful,  you  may  be  sui-e,  not  to 
say  so.  She  only  smiled  a  little  scornfully,  and 
observed,  with  something  of  impatience,  and  even 
irritation,  in  her  tone — 

"  You  haven't  thanked  me  for  brinirinff  back 
your  dog  I  I  dare  say  you  never  missed  him,  poor 
little  fellow!  I  suppose  you're  hke  the  rest  of 
the  world.  It's  •'  out  of  sight,  out  of  mind  '  with 
you  too  I" 

Jack  looked  up  from  the  sofa,  rather  reproach- 
fully. There  was  no  mistaking  the  inflection  of 
her  voice,  the  hardness  and  constraint  of  her 
manner.  What  had  he  done  now,  he  thought,  to 
have  created  this  little  ebullition  of  pique,  or 
auger,  or  dislike,  or  whatever  it  might  be  ;  and 
why  should  she  vent  it  upon  him  to-day,  of  all 
days,  when  she  had  him  lying  helpless,  prostrate 
literally  at  her  feet  ?  A  man  may  be  thoroughly 
ignorant  of  women  and  their  ways,  without  being 
an  utter  fool ;  and  while  Jack  looked  at  his  pretty 
visitor,  and  marked  her  shifting  colour,  her  rest- 
less gestures,  her  obvious  uneasiness  and  discom- 
posure, something  more  than  a  suspicion  of  the 
truth,  seemed  to  shoot  through  his  whole  being, 
causing  the  blood  to  dance  in  his  veins,  with  a 
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thrill  that  was  extremely  bad  for  his  broken  head, 
and  by  no  means  conducive  to  the  regular  action 
of  his  heart. 

"  How  can  I  ever  thank  you  enough  ?"  he 
answered,  fervently,  "whether  you  brought  my 
dog  here,  or  my  dog  brought  you.  I  always 
valued  Tatters  as  much  as  he  deserved  (there's 
not  such  a  terrier  of  his  weight  in  Europe  !),  but 
I  have  prized  him  still  more  since — since  the  last 
month  or  two,  and  I  shall  like  him  still  better 
than  ever  now !" 

It  was  a  very  lame  confession — not  the  least  an 
explicit  avowal ;  but  Lady  Julia  knew  her  man, 
and  it  gave  her  courage  to  contmue  in  the  same 
strain  as  before. 

"If  it  hadn't  been  for  me,  you  would  never 
have  seen  him  again.  A  dreadful  dog-stealing 
man  was  carrying  him  about  in  the  Park.  I 
knew  him  directly,  and  only  think,  Mr.  Brooke ! 
the  darling  knew  me  I  So  I  bought  him  imme- 
diately, and  took  him  home,  and  gave  him  some 
dinner — too  much,  I'm  afraid,  for  he  made  him- 
self sick — and  brought  him  here,  because  I 
wouldn't  let  him  out  of  my  sight  till  I  could  send 
liim  safe  back  to  Bridlemere." 
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No  voice — not  even  the  first  loved  voice  of  his 
childhood,  he  remembered  quite  distinctly  still, 
had  ever  sounded  so  sweet  in  Jack  Brooke's  ears ; 
no  face  had  ever  looked  so  fair  to  his  eyes  as  that 
which  hovered  about  him  now,  framed  in  a  deli- 
cate, transparent  little  bonnet,  with  its  liglit- 
sreen  trimmino:.  He  could  ha^  e  fallen  down  and 
worsliipped  her.  At  least  he  would  have  liked  to 
tell  her  he  could.  But  the  words  wouldn't  come. 
He  wasn't  brave  enough.  All  he  did  say  was 
this — 

"  I  hope  he  did  not  give  you  much  trouble  ? 
Did  you  get  him  to  follow  you  pretty  well  ?" 

Her  voice  trembled  a  good  deal  now,  and  her 
ladyship  was  rapidly  losing  her  self-command 
while  she  answered  this  very  uninteresting  ques- 
tion. 

"  He  followed  me  well  enough  when  I  took  him 
home,  and  seemed  to  have  grown  quite  fond  of 
me  in  the  carriage,  till  I  brought  him  to  this  door. 
Then  he  broke  away  altogether,  and  rushed  up 
here,  and  I  ran  after  him,  or  I  should  not  have 
intruded,  ]Mi'.  Brooke,  in  this  unceremonious  kind 
of  way.  I  ought  to  beg  pardon,  I  suppose,  for 
my   rudeness.     He's   a  faithful   little   dog,   poor 
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Tatters.  I  must  say  lie  seems  quite  liappy  to 
have  got  back  to  his  master.  He  won't  look  at 
me  now,  and  I  don't  believe  he  cares  for  me 
either,  one  bit !" 

She  was  close  to  the  sofa  by  this  time,  and 
its  occupant  had  taken  hold  of  her  hand.  I 
am  not  sure  but  that  he  was  pressing-  it  to  liis 
lips ;  and  though  she  looked  very  happy,  the 
tears  were  gathering  in  her  eyes.  At  this  junc- 
ture Miss  Prince  opened  the  door,  having  heard 
that  her  pupil  had  arrived,  wondering,  perhaps, 
whether  she  could  have  found  her  way  to  the 
front  drawing-room  by  mistake.  The  governess, 
though  I  am  bound  to  admit  she  was  more 
shocked  than  surprised,  started  violently  when 
she  caught  sight  of  the  pair,  and  retired  forth- 
with. 

As  their  subsequent  proceedings  could  have 
been  of  interest  only  to  the  performers  them- 
selves, perhaps  we  had  better  follow  the  example 
of  Miss  Prince. 


CHAPTEE  X. 


THE    EEASON    ^^  HY. 


LD  Dame  Batters,  suftering  more  than 
ever  from  rheumatism,  notwithstand- 
ing the  fine  spring  weather,  already 
brightening  into  summer,  had  taken 
to  sunning  herself  at  her  cottage  door  of 
late,  creeping  about  it  for  hours  together,  and 
looking  earnestly  up  and  down  the  green  lane,  as 
though  in  expectation  of  a  guest.  For  one  guest 
indeed,  the  guest  whose  footstep  falls  unbidden 
alike  at  pauper's  hovel  and  at  chieftain's  hold, 
she  had  been  long  prepared.  She  Avas  "  near 
her  time,"  she  said,  "  ready  and  willin' ;  but  she 
prayed  to  see  her  Jem  once  afore  she  did  de- 
part. Ah !  prayed  for  it,  night  an'  mornin', 
she  did,  and  so  she  should !      She  knoAved  Jem 
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couldn't  a  got  to  heaven  afore  his  poor  old 
mother.  He'd  be  strange,  too,  and  dashed  like, 
even  if  he  had !  No  ;  she'd  see  Jem,  some  odd 
time,  walkiu'  down  the  lane  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  an  arter  that  she'd  goo.  She  wouldn't 
Avant  to  stop  long  then — not  she !  there  !" 

And  so,  shading  her  eyes  from  the  afternoon 
sim,  just  as  he  had  fancied  many  a  time  in  her 
absence,  Jem  saw  his  mother  once  more,  as  he 
plodded  up  the  green  lane  from  Middlesworth 
Station,  having  travelled  from  London,  third 
class,  "with  money  in  his  pocket  furnished  by 
Philip  Stoney,  and  a  resolution  to  lead  a  sober 
and  honest  life  for  the  future,  aroused  by  the 
arguments,  exhortations,  and  even  entreaties  of 
the  same  individual.  Philip's  influence  had 
indeed  been  ahvays  beneficial  to  this  poor  reck- 
less vagabond,  and  his  kindness,  as  will  presently 
appear,  was  destined  to  be  repaid  a  hundred- 
fold. 

The  meeting  between  mother  and  son  was  so 
quiet  and  undemonstrative  that  a  looker-on  Avould 
hardly  have  believed  it  a  surprise.  She  patted 
liim  on  the  shoulders  indeed,  and  the  tears  came 
thick    and   fast   to  her   dim   old  eyes ;    but  her 
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voice  was  very .  low  and  broken,  Avliile  slie  sobbed 
out,  almost  in  the  words  of  Scriptm-e,  "  My  boy ! 
my  boy !  thee  hast  been  dead,  an'  art  alive 
agin." 

Jem  said  very  little,  but  he  too  dashed  some- 
thing from  his  eyes  with  his  dirty  hand;  and 
when  she  had .  got  him  faii"ly  within  doors,  and 
at  the  old  chimney  corner,  with  his  pipe,  he 
observed  huskily — 

"  I'll  nivir  leave  of  ye  now,  mother — not  till 
you  leave  of  me.  I've  not  bin  a  good  son — far 
from  it.  But  I  tell  'ee,  mother,  I've  seen  ye 
most  days,  in  London  an'  elsewheres,  a-settin' 
theer  in  that  corner,  just  as  I  see  ye  now !" 

Then  the  poor  old  woman  wept  aloud  for  joy, 
sobbing  and  rocking  to  and  fro,  as  though  she 
were  in  pain. 

It  was  not  long,  however,  before  she  composed 
herself,  and  proceeded  to  inaugurate  a  feast  in 
honour  of  the  occasion.  Though  it  might  have 
been  about  half-past  two  p.  m.,  she  soon  had  a 
little  black  tea-pot  out  of  the  cupboard,  and 
prepared  about  a  pint  of  very  doubtful  tea,  without 
milk  or  sugar.  Over  this  favourite  refreshment, 
keeping  always  between   him   and  the  door,  as 
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tlioiigli  fearful   lie  might  give  lier  the  slip  once 
more,  she  related  at  great  length  the  gossip  of 
the   village,    and    last   news   round    Bridlemere. 
Put  into  a  less  diffuse  form,  its  substance  amounted 
to  this  :  that  old  Halfcock,  the  keeper,  had  had 
•*  words  "  with   the  Squire  about  the  game,  and 
talked  of  giving  up  his  place ;  that  Sue  Stanion 
was   married,  and  Cissy  Brown   wanted   to   be ; 
that  the  new  curate  had  given  Mother  Barefoot  a 
pair  of  shoes,  who  had  pawned  them,  and  been 
found  drunk  under  a  hedge  next  day ;   that  Mr. 
Marks  had   got   the  first  prize  at  Middlesworth 
Show   for   a   yearling   bull,    and    the   Tollesdale 
bailiff  only  taken  the  second ;    that  the   family 
were  to  be  home  next  month,  and  great  rejoicings 
were  to   take    place,  both    there  and  at  Bridle - 
mere,  on  the  marriage  of  our  young  Squire  with 
their  young  lady ;  that  she  (the  dame)  had  her- 
self seen  Lady  Julia,  and  thought  her  not  to  be 
compared  to  their  own  Miss  Helen,  and  that  the 
latter    came   to    the    cottage  most  days,  looking 
strange,    poor  dear,  and   pale — she    'as   used   to 
have    such    a    colour   with    her  walk,    and   that 
blaster  Walter  m  as  away  for  good  and  all,  but 
thev  couldn't  make  out  whether  he  was  comins:  to 
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liis  brother's  weddiug-  or  no,  and  some  said  as  ho 
Avauted  to  get  the  yoiiu,!;-  kdy  for  Li^ self ;  lastly, 
that  the  dark  gentlemau,  him  as  used  to  come 
after  Miss  Brooke,  you  know,  hadn't  been  seen 
about  Bridlemere  since  Sir  Archibald  came  down, 
and  she  (Dame  Batters),  who  had  been  young- 
herself,  oi^ined  that  was  the  reason  as  the  dear 
took  on  so,  and  looked  so  pale  and  peakfn'  with 
it  all! 

Whereupon  Jem,  who  seemed  to  have  learned 
discretion  in  his  ups  and  downs,  smiled  quietly, 
as  one  who  knows  better,  but  thought  well  to 
keep  his  superior  information  to  himself.  He  had 
reasons  of  his  own  for  connecting  Sir  Archibald's 
present  sojourn  at  Bridlemere  with  J\Ii-.  Multiple's 
disappearance,  and  did  not  himself  consider  the 
absence  of  this  gentleman  a  loss  to  any  one  con- 
cerned. It  was  improbable  the  two  would  meet 
again  on  the  same  terms  as  formerly,  after  a 
certain  interview  in  London  in  the  private  room 
of  a  club  to  whicli  they  both  belonged,  that 
began  indeed  with  something  of  a  hostile  ten- 
dency, but  concluded  in  the  unconditional  sur- 
render of  one  of  the  belligerents. 

Sir   Archibald's   first   care,    when   he  received 
VOL.    III.  T 
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Helen's  note,  was,  as  usual,  to  place  himself  at 
]iis  niece's  disposal,  and  he  arrived  at  Miss 
Prince's  door,  just  as  Lady  Julia  Treadwell  drove 
away  from  it  in  the  new  character  of  an  affianced 
damsel.  He  discovered  Jack  in  a  state  of  ex- 
treme discomposure,  caused  by  overwhelming 
happiness,  which  the  old  soldier  attributed  to 
lightness  of  head  rather  than  heart,  the  result  of 
his  contusions.  Finding  him  unusually  inco- 
herent, Uncle  Arcliie  had  recourse  to  Helen,  and 
was  distressed  to  observe  by  her  countenance  that 
she,  too,  had  been  suffering  from  emotion,  though 
of  a  different  nature.  His  kindness  and  sympathy 
ere  long  elicited  from  poor  Helen  a  burst  of 
sorrow,  in  wliicli  the  story  of  her  engagement 
escaped  lier  almost  involuntarily,  though  even  to 
Uncle  Arcliie  she  Avould  not  disclose  her  know- 
ledge of  Walter's  dishonour,  nor  the  bargain  by 
which  her  contract  with  Mr.  Multiple  had  been 
ratified. 

Neither  was  he  disposed  to  breathe  in  mortal 
ears  the  suspicions  which,  notwithstandirig  De 
Eolle's  generosity,  he  had  conceived,  so  that  the 
two  were  for  the  first  time  m  their  hves  at  cross- 
purposes,  fencing  and  concealing  from  each  other 
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that   which  was  upjiermost   in   the   thoughts   of 
both. 

At  last  Sir  Ai-chibald  took  his  niece's  hands  in 
his,  and  said  very  quietly — 

"  You  do  not  love  this  man,  Helen,  and  yet  you 
are  determined  to  marry  him  ?" 

"  Honour !  Uncle  Archie,"  replied  pale  Helen, 
trying  to  smile.  "  I  will  not  bear  to  hear  him 
spoken  ill  of,  because  I  am  to  be  his  wife.  I 
have  promised,  and  I  mean  to  keep  my  word !" 

"But,  supposing  he  should  give  you  up?"  re- 
plied the  other — "'  supposing  he  should  write  to 
you  with  his  own  hand,  absolving  you  from  yom* 
obligations  to  him,  how  would  it  be  then  ?" 

Helen  blushed ;  the  idea  of  liberty  was  indeed 
more  than  sweet,  but  there  was,  nevertheless, 
something  of  pride  and  pique  in  the  tones  with 
which  she  answered — 

"  If  such  a  humiliation  were  possible.  Uncle 
Archie,  of  course,  a  lady  does  not  hold  a  gentle- 
man to  the  fulfilment  of  his  bargain." 

Sir  Archibald  contested  the  point  no  longer ; 
but  after  another  interview  with  Pounder  and 
Jem  Batters,  followed  by  a  long  consultation  with 
an    old   Crimean   friend,    wrote  a    note   to   Mr. 

T  2 
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Multiple,  ill  wliicli  lie  requested  an  immediate 
meeting  without  witnesses,  on  business  of  a 
private  and  delicate  nature.  The  old  soldier  had 
long  since  learned  that  men  are  never  so  imprac- 
ticable as  when  ranged  tAvo  and  two  on  each 
side. 

Multiple   was  ere   this   pretty  well    convinced 
that,  to  use  his  own  language,   "the  game  was 
up."     Still  he  had  read  Helen's  character  aright,  . 
and  knew  that  if  he  had  a  chance  left  it  was  in  . 
her  scrupulous  sense  of  honour,  and  undeviating 
fidelity  to  a  promise  she  had  once  made. 

It  was  his  nature  to  carry  an  unblushing  front, 
and  he  met  Sir  Archibald  now  with  a  cheerful 
manner  and  a  cordial  smile,  though,  lie  was  careful 
not  to  assume  a  false  position  by  offering  his  hand. 

"  This  is  an  awkward  business,"  said  he,  frankly. 
"An  awkward  business.  Sir  Archibald,  and  I  cannot 
sufficiently  regret  the  share  my  partner  has  had  in 
it.  Though  at  first  sight  it  looks  strange,  perhaps 
it  is  fortunate,  after  all,  that  I  am  about  to  become 
connected  with  the  family  through  your  charming 
niece." 

Sir  Archibald  wiuced,  but  ])reserving  his  out- 
ward composure,  observed  gravely : 
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"  3Ir.  3Iultiple,  I  have  a  proposal  to  make  to 
you." 

The  other  smiled,  and  offered  him  a  chair, 
■\\liich,  however,  was  declined. 

"  My  proposal  to  you,  sir,  is  this — that  you  shall 
sit  down  at  that  table  and  write  out  a  formal  re- 
nunciation of  any  claim  you  may  have  extorted  on 
false  pretences  from  Miss  Helen  Brooke."  ^ 

It  was  a  large  morsel  to  swallow.  Multiple 
thought  his  adversary's  position  must  be  very 
strong,  or  he  never  would  have  made  so  confident 
an  advance. 

"  And  the  alternative  ?"  said  he,  with  a  laugh, 
that  was  almost  good-humom-ed  in  its  carelessness. 

"A  general  show-uji  of  the  whole  affair  in  a 
com-t  of  justice,  which  would  blow  you  and  your 
whole  business  to  the  devil  I"  answered  Sir  xVrchi- 
bald,  in  the  quiet  tone  of  a  man  M'ho  knows  he 
has  got  yet  more  in  reserve. 

"  And  the  publication  of  Mr.  Walter  Brooke's 
peculiar  method  of  doing  business,"  retorted  the 
other  maliciously,  "which  could  hardly  escape 
notice  from  the  Horse  Guards,  and  might  afford 
employment  to  the  Committee  of  this  very  Club, 
of  which  you  know  he  is  a  member." 
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"  You  have  commuiiicated  Avitli  your  partner,  I 
presume,"  said  Sir  Archibald  quietly,  and  Multiple 
knew  perfectly  what  he  meant. 

"Will  Mr.  de  Eolle  repeat  that  statement  on 
oath  ?"  asked  the  latter. 

"Will  you  choose  to  see  Mr.  Pounder  in  the 
witness-box?"  demanded  Sir  Archibald  in  turn. 
"  I  don't  think  it  would  answer  either  your  purpose 
or  mine,"  added  he,  in  a  grave,  stern  tone,  "  to  make 
this  matter  public.  Come,  come,  sir^  there  is  only 
one  course  for  you  to  pursue.  Sit  down  and  write 
me  the  paper  I  require.  In  consideration  of  its 
immediate  receipt,  I  pledge  myself  to  refrain  from 
taking  any  further  steps;  and  although  I  will 
trouble  you  never  to  speak  to  me  when  Ave  meet, 
I  will  carry  my  hostility  no  further,  and  I  never 
wish  to  enter  upon  this  or  any  other  subject  with 
you  again." 

There  was  nothing  else  for  it,  and  Multiple  found 
himself  constrained  to  comply.  He  could  not  face 
a  public  inquiry,  as  Sir  Archibald  well  knew,  and 
although  the  loss  of  such  an  advantageous  alliance 
as  he  had  proposed  himself  was  a  sad  blow  and 
discouragement,  anything  was  better  than  the 
complete  ruin,  botli   pecuniary  and   commercial. 
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that  revelations,  extorted  on  oatli,  as  to  his  present 
affairs  would  too  sui-ely  entail.  Neither  did  he 
quite  fancy  provoking  the  personal  hostihty  of 
Helen's  quiet,  resolute,  and  adventui'ous  partisan. 
Sir  Archibald,  well  satisfied,  received  the  required 
paper  with  a  bow,  and  walked  out  of  the  room, 
saluting  his  late  firiend,  whom  he  had  forbidden 
ever  to  speak  to  him  again,  Avith  as  much  courtesy 
as  if  they  had  settled  their  difference  with  less 
legal  weapons  than  those  of  moral  pressure  and 
moral  force. 

He  had  saved  Helen,  that  was  his  great  conso- 
lation under  the  new  trial  which  now  awaited  him 
in  an  interview  with  Walter. 

Himself  the  soul  of  honour,  it  is  needless  to  say 
that  Sir  Archibald  would  rather  have  lost  all  he 
possessed  in  the  M'orld,  than  that  his  brother's  son 
should  have  been  guilty  of  the  deed  which,  in 
spite  of  De  Kolle's  generous  mis-statement,  he  felt 
Walter  had  committed.  The  old  soldier  shuddered 
and  sickened  at  the  very  thought.  Nevertheless, 
the  thing  was  done ;  there  Avas  no  undoiug  it,  and 
the  only  palliative  left  was  the  promptest  repara- 
tion, short  of  public  exposure,  that  could  be  made 
to  society. 
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Sir  Areliibald's  bettor  self  told  him,  indeed,  that 
without  full  confession,  there  could  be  no  comj)lete 
atonement  for  a  Avrong;  but  he  -was  an  erring 
liuman  creature  after  all,  and  he  could  not,  strive 
as  he  Avould,  bring  himself  to  forego,  on  his 
nephew's  behalf,  even  the  shadow  of  that  worldly 
honour,  which  is  to  such  men  as  the  very  breath 
of  their  nostrils.  He  had  been  accustomed  from 
childhood  to  identify  the  name  of  Brooke  with  all 
that  was  chivalrous,  high-souled,  generous,  sans 
l')ci!r  ct  sans  reproelic.  It  is  not  too  much  to  say 
that  he  would  have  given  his  life  rather  than  this 
thing  should  have  happened,  to  blur  with  a  breath 
of  shame  the  brightness  of  his  fair  ancestral  shield. 

He  took  Helen  down  with  him  to  Bridlemere, 
and  the  girl,  on  whose  mind  a  new,  vague  sense  of 
happiness  was  stealing,  ^vhich  she  felt  to  be  ex- 
quisitely delightful  and  not  altogether  unreason- 
able, thought  she  had  never  known  her  uncle  so 
silent  and  i)re-occupied.  He  would  not  even  enter 
the  house,  but  drove  off  at  once  to  Middlesworth 
Barracks,  where  he  was  fortunate  enough  to  find 
Walter  alone  in  his  quarters,  being  indeed  the 
subaltern  on  duty  for  the  day. 

Of  their  interview  it  is  needless  to  give  the  par- 
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ticulcirs.  Each  perfectly  understood  the  other,  and 
the  full  confession  that  had  been  staved  off  by  the 
generosity  of  Rags,  was  neither  offered  nor  re- 
quii-ed.  It  is  enough  to  say  that  when  Sir  Archi- 
bald returned  the  salute  of  the  smart  light  dragoon, 
on  sentry  at  the  gate,  he  was  a  poorer  man  by  a 
good  many  hundreds  than  when  he  entered  the 
barracks,  and  Walter  was  entirely  freed  from  the 
debts  and  liabilities  he  had  incurred,  during  the 
last  few  years,  with  such  industry  and  j)erseverance. 

One  proviso  was  made,  however,  on  which  the 
old  ofBcer  proved  inexorable.  Walter  must  leave 
the  army.  He  should  serve  her  Majesty  no  longer. 
Sir  Archibald  ^^•ould  give  no  reason  for  this  de- 
cision ;  but  he  had  been  a  soldier  for  forty  years, 
and  entertained  his  own  high  and  stringent  notions 
of  military  honour.  In  any  other  career,  at  home 
or  abroad,  he  promised  to  assist  him  to  the  utmost 
of  his  abihties,  but  his  nephew's  papers  must  go  in 
immediately.  He  would  take  no  denial  about 
that.  So  every  man  in  the  regiment,  except  Rags, 
was  surprised  when  Cornet  Anastasius  Green  be- 
came Lieutenant,  vice  Walter  Geoffrey  Brooke,  Avho 
retu-ed. 

Helen  and   her   uncle  grew  more   inseparable 
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tliiui  over  at  Bridlemere.  The  Squire  was  better 
iu  bodily  health,  though  his  niind  failed  rapidly, 
and  it  was  with  some  difficulty  that  he  could  be 
brought  to  understand  his  eldest  son's  marriage. 
I  imagine  the  family  man  of  business  had  a  tire- 
some task  in  arranging  the  necessary  settlements, 
which  could  only  be  made  by  his  consent.  Jack, 
with  his  brown  locks  cut  away  for  a  good  four 
inches  along  his  hard,  serviceable  head,  was 
naturally  almost  always  at  ToUesdale.  By  Lady 
Julia's  express  desire,  they  were  to  be  married  in 
the  country,  and  Lady  Waywarden  had  actually 
consented  to  forego  qne  half  of  a  London  season, 
in  order,  to  use  her  own  words,  "  that  she  might 
see  the  last  of  her  child  before' she  lost  her  for 
good."  Wonderful  to  say,  she  took  Jack  into 
high  favour,  and  found  out  that  she  had  always 
liked  him  exceedingly."  "  So  well-principled,  my 
dear,"  she  told  her  friends,  "  and  in  every  respect 
so  superior  to  his  brother,  the  good-looking  one." 
His  lordship,  I  think,  entertained  a  secret  pre- 
dilection for  his  old  favourite  still.  He  was  very 
stanch  in  his  friendships,  and  he  knew  Walter  so 
much  the  best  of  the  two.  Nevertheless,  day  by 
day   he   found    something   more   to   admire   and 
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respect  in  his  future  son-in-law,  and  it  was  de- 
lightful to  have  a  companion  eveiy  night  after 
dinner,  who  could  enter  con  amore  into  his  doings 
at  the  farm,  and  knew  more  about  "  to})-dressing  " 
than  his  pompous  old  bailiff  himself. 

Viscount  Nethersole  approved  highly  of  the 
\vh6le  proceeding,  inasmuch  as  the  marriage  Avas 
to  bring  him  home  from  Eton  in  the- middle  of  the 
half.  It  is  to  be  presumed  that  he  would  have 
welcomed  the  Great  Mogul  into  the  family,  with 
exceeding  cordiality,  on  the  same  terms. 

Lady  Julia  grew  softer  and  f[uieter  day  by  day. 
She  even  left  off  talking  slang,  except  on  occasions 
of  great  excitement,  or  when  she  wanted  to  make 
Jack  laugh.  She  was  very  happy,  as  young  ladies 
sometimes  can  be,  even  when  thev  have  ffot  all 
they  want  in  the  world.  Tatters,  also,  was  more 
petted  and  made  of  than  dogs  usually  are,  although 
they  may  have  successfully  performed  the  office  of 
go-between.  He  wore  a  light  green  ribbon  round 
his  neck  now,  of  which  I  think  he  entirely  dis- 
approved, and  besides  being  dusty,  weary  and  foot- 
sore, was"  generally  in  a  state  of  quenchless  thirst 
and  disgust.  You  see,  Jack  had,  with  great  pro- 
priety, presented  him    as    a    gift  to   his  ladye 
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love,  and  the  consequeuce  was  that  Tatters,  when- 
ever he  missed  his  master  from  ToUesdale,  was  off 
like  a  shot,  and  did  the  whole  distance  to  Bridle- 
mere,  nnder  a  scorching  sun,  at  a  gallop,  returning 
^vith  the  same  ex]^)cdition  if  he  found  his  search 
fruitless,  so  that  the  poor  little  dog  was  constantly 
arriving  at  either  place  with  his  tongue  out*  in 
the  last  stage  of  exhaustion. 

Somebody,  however,  or  something  must  usually 
go  to  the  wall  when  a  couple  are  about  to  be 
married,  and  in  this,  as  in  many  other  cases,  the 
canine  devotion  and  fidelity  suffered  in  silence, 
and  abated  nothing  of  its  affection  or  its  truth. 
The  sun  shone  very  bright,  which  added  to  the 
discomfort  of  poor  Tatters  during  the  few  weeks  in 
which  Lady  Julia  was  getting  a  trousseau  that,  I 
cannot  but  agree  with  Lord  Waywarden,  seemed 
of  unnecessary  splendour  and  profusion.  It  was 
thirsty  weather  in  and  about  Middlesworth,  and 
beer  was  consumed  in  larger  quantities  than  usual. 
At  this  critical  moment  JMr.  Marsh,  the  brewer  in 
Stingo  Street,  died  of  a  natural  complaint  called 
old  age,  and  his  business  went  a  begging  for  a  pur- 
chaser. It  rejoiced  the  hearts  of  many  an  old 
friend  in  and  about  the  town  to  learn  that  Stoney 
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Brothers  bad  boiiglit  it  of  the  executors,  and 
nobody  was  more  pleased  with  this  arrangement 
than  Miss  Prince,  thougji  she  lost  her  princijjal 
lodgers  thereby,  whom,  indeed,  she  had  less  occa- 
sion to  regret,  having  sold  her  honse  in  Short 
Street  very  advantageously,  to  a  patient  of  Doctor 
Blair's,  and,  if  I  am  rightly  informed,  invested  the 
proceeds  of  her  sale  in  this  very  concern. 

Where  the  rest  of  the  money  came  from,  served 
as  a  topic  of  conversation  for  every  gossip  in 
Middles\Yorth,  a  large  percentage  of  the  popula- 
tion. Surmises,  exceedingly  far-fetched  and  ex- 
travagant, obtained  universal  credence.  The  least 
improbable  was,  perhaps,  the  following.  That 
Mrs.  George  Stoney  had  been  left  a  round  sum  of 
money  by  this  very  31r.  Marsh,  who  though  her 
maternal  great-uncle,  had  never  taken  the  shghtest 
notice  of  her  during  his  life,  and  that  a  larger  sum, 
varying  with  the  imaginative  powers  of  the  nar- 
rator, had  been  advanced  at  considerable  risk  by 
some  personal  and  devoted  friend. 

Certain  it  is  that  3Ir.  and  Mrs.  George  Stoney, 
accompanied  by  Dot  and  Jane,  and  the  usual  com- 
plement of  chilcben,  returned  to  Middlesworth  and 
occupied  extremely  uncomfortable  lodgings,  with 
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tlie  avowed  intention  of  re-entering  tlieir  old  home 
when  the  term  for  which' they  had  let  it  should 
liave  expired. 

Philip  also,  who  had  never  lost  his  energies,  now 
recovered  much  of  his  former  good  spirits  and 
bright  looks.  He  was  very  busy  indeed,  and 
scarcely  gave  himself  a  moment's  respite  from  his 
toils.  Amongst  many  other  avocations,  he  was 
constantly  engaged  Avith  a  series  of  experiments 
bearing  on  the  production  of  beer,  and  originating 
in  certain  discoveries  made  by  him  amongst  the 
ruins  of  the  brewery,  as  to  the  effects  of  fire. 
Should  his  chemical  theories  turn  out  one-half  so 
successful  as  he  expects,  that  catastrophe,  origi- 
nating in  Jem  Batters's  drunkenness,  will  have 
proved,  with  one  exception,  the  most  fortunate 
event  of  his  life. 

This  exception  has  been  owing  also  to  the  in- 
fluence of  the  thoughtless  vagabond  whom  he  has 
striven  so  long  and  patiently  to  extricate  from  the 
Slough  of  Despond,  out  of  w^liich  a  drunkard  never 
emerges  unassisted. 

Had  Jem  not  been  an  eye-witness  to  the  assault 
on  Jack  Brooke,  it  is  probable  that  Helen's  en- 
gagement to  Mr.  Multiple  would  have  been  ful- 
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filled.  If  siicli  had  been  the  case,  I  think  Philip 
Stoney  would  never  have  returned  to  jMiddles- 
worth.  I  think  Helen  herself  would  have  looked 
very  different  that  bright  June  morning  on  which 
I  am  about  to  take  leave  of  her  at  Bridlemere. 

It  is  still  sunny,  glowing  midsummer  weather, 
with  a  scent  of  hay,  and  a  quiver  of  heat,  and  a 
hum  of  insects  in  the  air.  The  massive  trees  are 
black  in  their  deep  luxuriance  of  foliage,  and  the 
very  birds  are  hushed  and  silent  in  the  shade. 
The  deer  have  buried  themselves  in  distant  glades, 
couching  amongst  the  fern  and  foxglove  in  Dingle- 
side  at  the  farther  end  of  the  park,  and  the  few- 
cattle  visible  from  the  house  windows  are  standing 
knee-deep  in  a  gleam  of  water  between  the  woods, 
tossing  their  wide-horned  heads  at  lazy  intervals, 
but  loth  to  mar  their  indolent  enjoyment  by  so 
much  as  the  movement  of  a  limb.  Eoses  are 
blooming  bright  and  fragrant  in  Helen's  garden, 
and  not  a  petal  has  yet  been  strewn  by  the  sleeping 
breeze  on  its  \  level  shaven  SAvard.  A  brace  of 
white  butterflies  are  flitting  to  and  fro  against  the 
blue  sky,  and  a  puff  of  smoke  is  cm-ling  upward  in 
thin,  spiral  wreaths.  Save  for  these,  everything 
seems  basking,  quiet  and  motionless;   even    the 
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figure  from  Avliicli  the  smoke  is  rising  reclines  at 
ease  in  a  Avell-sloped,  comfortable  garden-chair. 

Nine  o'clock  breakfast  is  over.  The  Sqnire  has 
been  wheeled  off  to  his  library  as  usual.  Jack, 
released  from  duty  at  the  farm,  in  consideration 
of  his  approaching  nuptials,  lias  departed,  on  a 
half-broken  tliree-year-old,  for  Tollesdale ;  and 
Sir  xVrcliibald,  who  is  sadly  addicted  to  tobacco, 
has  lit  his  after-breakfast  cigar,  and  settled  himself 
for  a  luxurious  smoke  under  the  shade  of  the 
lime-trees  in  Helen's  garden. 

Presently,  a  white  dress  comes  dazzling  out 
upon  the  hot  gravel-walk  beneath  the  breakfast- 
room  window,  and  3Iiss  Brooke,  with  lier  black 
hair  shining  like  jet  in  the  sun,  crosses  the  lawn, 
humming  a  tune  and  gathering  a  rose  as  she 
passes  on,  workbox  in  hand,  to  take  a  seat  by 
Uncle  Archie  for  an  hour  of  haj)py,  quiet  talk, 
which  they  both  prize  as  one  of  the  chief  enjoy- 
ments in  the  day.  The  Squire  sleeps  a^Yay  most 
of  his  time  now,  and  Helen's  duties  are  less 
onerous,  if  they  are  more  indispensable,  than 
lieretofore. 

She  looks  brilliant  this  fine  summer's  morning, 
with  her  fresh  toilet,  her  raven  hair,  and  her  sweet 
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white  brow,  from  which  the  load  of  care  seems  of 
late  completely  removed.  Sir  Archibald's  heart 
stirs  M-itliin  him ;  it  is  so  like  the  face  of  thirty 
years  ago ;  the  face  that  has  never  faded  in  his 
memory,  that  pervades,  even  to-day,  the  glowing- 
landscape,  the  sleeping  woods,  the  earth,  the  air — 
above  all,  the  blue,  distant  heaven,  whence  he  can 
almost  fancy  she  is  looking  down  upon  him  still. 

Helen  makes  a  httle  affected  grimace  of  disgust 
at  his  cigar,  though  amongst  ladies  she  professes 
to  "  Kke  the  smell  of  them  above  all  things  in  the 
open  air,"  as  indeed  she  would  of  asafoetida  if  that 
happened  to  be  Uncle  Archie's  favom-ite  perfume  ; 
but  this  is  a  nice  little  opportunity  to  tyrannize 
over  him,  so  she  takes  it  out  of  his  mouth  in  her 
taper  fingers,  and  makes  as  if  she  would  thi-ow  it 
away. 

"Jack  has  given  up  the  vile  practice,"  says 
she,  "  even  though  Julia  declares  she  delights  in 
it.     Uncle  Archie,  why  don't  you  V 

"  I'm  not  going  to  be  married,  Helen,  am  I  ? 
At  least,  I  hope  not,"  answered  her  uncle,  re- 
possessing himself  of  his  narcotic.  "Wait  till 
you've  a  pipe  of  your  own  to  put  out,  my  dear. 
Perhaps  it  won't  be  long  first,  after  all." 

VOL.  IIT.  u 


290      THE  BEOOKES  OF  BRIDLEMEEE. 

Helen  busies  lierself  in  tying  up  a  standard 
rose  tree,  already  sufficiently  well  secured^  and  the 
exertion  no  doubt  brings  a  very  bright  colour  to 
her  delicate  cheek.  She  abandons  the  tobacco 
question  forthwith,  and  Sir  Archibald  smiles  slyly, 
as  old  gentlemen  will  when  they  take  unfair  ad- 
vantage of  young  ladies  by  the  argumentum  ad 
hominem. 

"  Jack  is  a  sad  martyr,"  continues  Sir  Archibald. 
"  It  must  be  a  very  laborious  business,  this  making 
love,  Helen.  Don't  you  think  so?  Almost  as 
bad  as  making  hay  this  broiling  weather.  There's 
Jack,  started  off  directly  he'd  swallowed  his  break- 
fast, under  this  tropical  sun ;  and  if  the  young 
horse  consents  to  take  him  there,  which  is  doubt- 
ful, he'll  be  at  Tollesdale  all  day.  He'll  have 
a  walk  and  talk  with  Lady  Julia,  luncheon 
with  Lady  Julia,  and  a  drive  with  Lady  Julia; 
tea  with  the  same  person ;  dinner  as  near  her  as 
the  process  of  feeding  will  permit;  perhaps 
another  walk  and  talk  by  moonlight  with  Lady 
Julia  to  finish  up.  What  can  they  find  to  talk 
about  ?  and  how  tired  poor  Jack  will  be  when  he 
comes  home  !" 

'•  Tired !"    repeated    Helen,   indignantly.      "  I 
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don't  think  Jack  and  Julia  could  ever  be  tired  of 
one  another.  Besides,  Uncle  Archie,  you  know 
they  must  have  such  a  quantity  of  things  to 
settle.  How  nice  it  will  be,  when  they  come  to 
stay  with  us  here  for  the  rest  of  their  lives !  I 
think  we're  all  of  us  a  great  deal  happier  than  we 
deserve !" 

While  she  spoke  it  was  strange  how  the  same 
expression  seemed  to  pervade  those  two  faces ;  how 
like  the  war-worn  old  man  and  the  fresh  young 
girl  were  to  each  other,  for  a  few  moments,  ere  it 
passed  away.  It  left  his  features  first,  perhaps 
because  the  feeling  that  produced  it  was  even 
deeper  and  holier  in  his  heart  than  hers.  Then 
he  smoked  for  a  while  in  silence  ere  he  asked 
maliciously — "  Will  it  be  too  hot  for  a  ride  to-day, 
Helen?  Why  shouldn't  we  canter  over  to  Tolles- 
dale  in  the  afternoon  and  ask  Lady  Waywarden 
for  some  tea?  Then  we  might  all  come  back 
together,  and  indeed  it  would  be  a  charity  to  poor 
Nethersole,  who  has  confided  to  me  that  his 
sister's  engagement,  which  he  expected  would  be 
'awful  jolly,'  has  turned  out  'cruelly  slow.^ 
What  say  you,  Helen  ?  I've  nothing  particular 
to  keep  me  in  this  afternoon,  have  you  ?" 
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Helen  coloured  again ;    nearly  as   red   as  the 
rose  she  had  placed  in  the  bosom  of  her  white 
dress.     It  was  a  blush,  though,  in  which  there  was 
more   of  pleasure   than   of  shame.      She  looked 
Uncle  Ai-chie  steadily  in  the  face,  notwithstanchng 
that  the  crimson  was  rising  to  her  temples.     Then 
the  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes,  though  they  shone 
with  a   thorough   heartfelt  happiness,    while  she 
replied — "  1  wouldn't  go  away  this  afternoon  to  be 
made  Queen  of  England,  and  you  know  it,  Uncle 
Archie.     It's  Philip's  day,  and  he  works  so  hard, 
poor  fellow,  and  waits  so  patiently  ;  and  he  would 
have  had  no  days  at  all,  and  I  don't  know  what 
would  have  become  of  him,  nor  of  me  neither,  if 
it  hadn't  been  for  i/ou,  you  dear,  kind,  generous, 
self-willed,  tiresome    old  monster;    and   I   shall 
never  let  you  go  away  from  me,  though  you're 
very  provoking  sometimes,  but  love  you  and  tease 
you,   and  take  care  of  you  all  the  days  of  my 
life  !" 

Tlien  she  ran  back  into  the  house,  partly  to  get 
the  newspaper,  and  partly  to  hide  her  tears,  for 
she  was  crying  from  sheer  happiness  ;  and  Sir 
Archibald,  looking  into  the  depth  of  the  blue 
summer  sky,  remembered  how  just  such  another 
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figure  had  left  him  years  before  in  an  agony  of 
shame,  and  sorrow,  and  remorse,  because  her 
woman's  weakness  could  not  resist  the  pressure 
laid  upon  it  by  friends  and  family !  How,  when 
Helen's  mother  had  passed  her  word  to  his  elder 
brother,  while  avowedly  she  loved  himself,  he  had 
sworn,  even  in  the  bitterness  of  his  sorrow,  that  he 
would  deal  faithfully,  loyally  by  both,  sacrificing 
his  own  happiness  without  a  murmur ;  and  how 
through  good  and  evil  he  had  kept  the  spirit  and 
the  letter  of  his  oath. 

"  And  now,"  said  Uncle  Archie,  flinging  the 
end  of  his  cigar  into  the  rose  bushes,  with  his  face 
still  turned  to  heaven — "  now  I  have  my  reward. 
WTien  I  meet  you  there  I  can  tell  you  how  I  have 
watched  over  those  you  loved  on  earth,  and  kept 
for  you  the  heart  you  once  prized  so  dearly,  as 
pm-e  and  stainless  as  your  own !" 

I  know  not  if  she  heard  him.  Perhaps  the 
lowest  of  our  whispers  may  reach  eternity,  for  it 
is  not  so  far  from  any  of  us,  after  all. 

FINIS. 
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By  H.  K.  BKOWNE  (Phiz).    Twelve  Coloured  Illustrations.     Oblong  folio,  half  bound 
11.  Is. 

.     Proofs.     1^.  lis.  (jd. 


BROWNING  (E.  B.)— POETICAL  WORKS. 

By  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING.     Sixth  Edition,  uilh  Portrait.     Including 
Aurora  Leigh.    Four  vols.  fcap.  cloth.    24s. 


AURORA  LEIGH;   A  POEM. 

IN   NINE  BOOKS.    By  ELIZABETH   BARRETT   BROWNING.    Sixth  Edition,  with 
Portrait  of  Mrs.  Bro\vning.    One  vol.  fcap.  cloth.    7*. 

LAST  POEMS. 


Second  Edition.    1  vol.  crown  Svo.    6s. 

POEMS   BEFORE  CONGRESS. 

By  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING.    Crown  Svo.  cloth.    4s. 


THE     GREEK     CHRISTIAN 

:t  br( 
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POETS,  AND  THE   ENGLISH   POETS.     By  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING 
Fcap.  Svo.  cloth.    5s. 
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BEOWNING   (ROBERT)  — THE   POETICAL  WORKS 

OF  ROBERT  BROWNING.    A  New  Edition,  containing  all  the  Poems  formerly  published 
in  seven  volumes.    Complete  in  3  vols.  fcap.  8vo.    Sold  separately. 

Vol.  1.  Lntics,  Ro5iA>XES,  Men  axd  Women 7/ 

Vol.  2.  Tragedies,  and  other  Plays 8/ 

Vol.  3.  Paeacelsus,  Chbistjias-Eve  A>rD  Eastek-Dat,  axd  Sordello    7/6 

MEN  AND  WOMEN. 


BY  ROBERT  BROWNING.    In  two  vols.  fcap.  Svo.  cloth.    12s. 

CHRISTMAS  -  EVE     AND 

EASTER-DAY.    A  POEM.    By  ROBERT  BROWNING.    Fcap.  Svo.  cloth.    6s. 

A  SELECTION  FROM  THE 


POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BROWNING.    Fcap.  Svo.  cloth.    6s. 

— A     NEW     VOLUME     OF 

POEMS— DRAMATIS  PERSON.E.  By  ROBERT  BROWNING.  Second  Edition.  1  vol. 
crown  Svo.  cloth.    8s.  6d. 

BUCKMASTER   (J.    C.)  — THE   EIEMENTS    OF    ME- 

CHANICAL  PHYSICS.  By  J.  C.  BUCIOIASTER.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
1  vol.  foolscap,  cloth,    3s. 

BURCHETT  — LINEAR  PERSPECTIVE. 

For  the  Use  of  Schools  of  Art.  By  R.  BURCHETT,  Head  Master  of  the  lYahiing  Schools 
for  Art  Masters  of  the  Science  and  Art  Department.  Fifth  Edition.  Post  Svo.  cloth,  with 
Illustrations.    7s. 

PRACTICAL  GEOMETRY. 

THE  COUPLE  OF  CONSTRUCTION  OF  PLANE  GEOMETRICAL  FIGURES.  By 
R.  BURCHEiX    AVith  137  Diagrams.    Fifth  Edition.    Post  8vo.  cloth.    5s. 

DEFINITIONS  OF  GEOMETRY. 


24mo.  sewed.    5(7, 


BUTT  — THE    HISTORY    OF    ITALY    FROM    THE 

ABDICATION   OF  NAPOLEON  I.     AVith  Introductory  References  to  that  of  Earlier 
Times.    Two  vols.  Svo.  cloth.    36s. 

CECILIA  I\IETELLA; 

Or,  ROME  ENSLAVED.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    lOS.  6d. 

CANNING    (HON.   ALBERT)  —  KINKOBA  ;    An  Irish 

Story.    By  the  Hor.  ALBERT  CANNING,  Author  of  'Kilsorrcl  Castle.'    2  vols,  post 
Svo.    (In  October.) 

— IvILSORREL  CASTLE. 


By  the  Hon.  ALBERT  CANNING.    2  vols,  post  Svo.  cloth.    2 Is. 

CAPTAIN  HERBERT  — A   SEA  STORY.     3  vols,  post 

8vo  cloth    1?.  Us.  6d. 


chap:\ian  and  hall,  ids,  Piccadilly.  ii 

ME.  THOMAS  CAELYLE'S  WOEKS. 

UNIF0E3I  EDITION. 

Handsomely  printed  in  Crown  Octavo,  price  Six  Shillings  per  Volume. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION:  A  HISTORY.     In  2  Volumfis.     Us. 

OLIVER  CROMWELL'S  LETTERS  AND   SPEECHES.     With  Eluci- 
dations and  Connecting  ><'arrative.    In  3  Volumes.     18?. 

LIFE  OF  JOHN  STERLING.     ] 

>    One  ^  ol.     Gs. 

LIFE  OF  SCHILLER.  J 

CRITICAL  AND  MISCELLANEOUS  ESSAYS.     In  4  Volumes.     24s. 

SARTOR  RESARTUS.     ]   ^     ,,  , 

_  >  One  V  olume.     Gs. 

HERO  WORSHIP.  j 

LATTER-DAY  PAMPHLETS.     One  Volume.     6s. 

CHARTISM.  1  ,,  , 

_  . .  >  One  \  olume.     Gs. 

PAST  AND  PRESENT.     J 

TRANSLATIONS  OF  GERMAN  ROMANCE.     One  Volume.     Gs. 

WILHELM  MEISTER.     By  Gotiie.     A  Translation.     In  2  Volumes.     12s. 

Sets,  in  16  vols.,  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  il.  16s. 

CAELYLE— HISTOEY  OF  FEIEDEICH  the  SECOND, 

caUed  FREDEKICK  THE  GREAT.  Bv  THOMAS  CARLYLE.  With  Rortraits  and  Maps. 
Third  Edition.  Vols.  I.  and  U.,  Third  Edition,  demy  8vo.  cloth.  40s.  Vol.  HI.,  demj- 
8vo.  cloth.    20s.    Vol.  IV.,  20s.,  now  ready. 


GATES— THE    POCKET    DATE-BOOK;    or,   Classified 

Tables  of  Dates  of  the  Principal  Facts,  Historical,  Biographical,  and  Scientific,  from  the 
Beginning  of  the  World  to  the  Present  Time.  By  \VILLL\M  L.  K.  GATES.  Second 
Edition,  with  Additions.    Small  Post  Svo.  cloth.    5s. 

CLAEKE  (CELVELES)  — WHICH   IS  THE  WINNEE? 

or  the  First  Gentleman  of  His  Family.  By  CHARLES  CLARKE,  Author  of  'Charlie 
Thomhill,' &c.    3  vols,  post  Svo.  cloth.    IJ.  lis.  6rf. 

BOX  FOE  THE  SEASON. 

By  CHARLES  CLARKE.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  .  With  Frontispiece.  1  vol.  crown 
Svo.  cloth.    5s.  "  Uii  October. 

CHARLIE  THOENHILL;  or,  The  Dunce  of 

the  Family.    A  Sporting  Novel.     By  CHARLES  CLARKE.    Crown  Svo.    5s. 

COLLINS— A  NEW  SENTIMENTAL  JOUENEY. 

By  CHARLES  ALLSTON  COLLINS.  With  Two  Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Post  Svo. 
boards.    3s. 

CONWAY   (J.)  —  FOEAYS    AMONG    SALMON    AND 

DEER.    In  post  Svo.  cloth,  price  6s. 
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Ohapman  &  Hall's  Select  Library  of  Fiction. 

PRICE  TWO  SHILLINGS  EACH  NOVEL. 
MARY  BARTON  :  a  Tale  of  IManchester  Life.     By  Mrs.  Gaskell. 
RUTH.     A  NoveL     By  the  Author  of  '  Mary  Barton.' 
GRANFORD.     By  the  Author  of '  Mary  Barton.' 

LIZZIE  LEIGH  ;  and  other  Tales      By  the  Author  of  '  Mary  Barton.' 
THE  HEAD  OF  THE  FAMILY.     A  Novel.     By  Miss  Mijlock. 
AGATHA'S  HUSBAND.     By  the  Autlior  of  '  The  Head  of  the  Family.' 
OLIVE.     A  Novel.     By  the  Author  of   Tlie  Head  of  the  Family.' 
THE  OGILVIES.     A  Novel.     By  the  Author  of  '  The  Head  of  the  Family.' 
THE  BACHELOR  OF  THE  ALBANY.     By  M.  W.  Savage. 
MY  UNCLE  THE  CURATE.     A  Novel.     By  M.  W.  Savage. 
THE  HALF  StSTERS.     A  Tale.     By  Miss  Jewsbury. 
THE  BLITHEDALE  ROMANCE.     By  Nathaniel  Hawtiiokne. 
MAN  OF  THE  WORLD.    By  S.  Fullom. 

ROBERT  BLAliE,  Admiral  and  General  at  Sea.     By  Hepwokth  Dixon. 
THE  ORPHANS.     By  IMrs.  Olipiiant. 

KATPIERINE  AND  HER  SISTERS.     By  Lady  Emily  Ponsonby.  ' 
ELSIE  VENNER.     By  0.  W.  Holmes. 
MARY  SEAHAM.     By  ]\Irs.  Gkey,  Author  of  '  The  Gambler's  Wife.' 

THE    LIFE    AND    ADVENTURES    OF    A    CLEVER    WOMAN.    By 

Mrs.  TliOLLOPE. 

THE  BELLE  OF  THE  VILLAGE.     By  the  Author  of '  The  Old  English 

Gentleman.' 

CHARLES  AUCHESTER.     A  Novel. 

THE  SORROWS  OF  GENTILITY.     By  Miss  Jewsbcry. 

MARIAN  WITHERS.     By  Miss  Jewsbury. 

HECKLINGTON  ;  a  Novel.     By  Mrs.  Gore. 

.lACOB  BENDIXEN,  THE  JEW.     From  the  Danish.     By  Mary  Howitt. 

MR.  AND  MRS.  ASHETON.     By  tlie  Author  of  '  Margaret  and  her  Brides- 
maids,' etc. 

MRS.   MATHEWS:    OR,   FAMILY   MYSTERIES.      By  Mrs.  Trollope, 
Author  of '  WklowBarmiby,'  Sic. 


PRICE  ONE  SHILLING  EACH  NOVEL. 

THE  WHITEBOY.     A  Story  of  Ireland  in  1822.    By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

EUSTACE  CONYERS.     By  James  HannaY. 

MARETIMO  :  a  Story  of  Adventure.     By  Bayle  St.  John. 

MELINCOURT.     By  tlie  Author  of  '  Headlong  Hall.' 

THE   FALCON  FAMILY ;   or,   Young  Ireland.     A   Satirical  Novel.    By 
M.  W.  SAVAGE. 

TWO     YEARS'     RESIDENCE     IN    A    LEVANTINE    FAMILY.       By 

JiAYLE  ST.  JOHN. 

*^''''   Other  Popular  Novels  v;lll  he  issued  in  this  Series, 
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Chapman  and  Hall's   Standard  Editions 

Of  rOl'ULAR  AUTHORS. 
Handsomely  printed  in  Crown  8vo.,  doth.  Price  5s.  each. 


ANTHONY     TROLLOPES    WEST     INDIES    AND     TPIE    SPANISH 

MAIX.    5th  Edition. 
ANTHONY  TROLLOPES  CASTLE  RICHMOND.    4th  Edition. 
ANTHONY  TROLLOPE  S  DOCTOR  THORNE,     8th  Edition. 
ANTHONY  TROLLOPES  THE  BERTRAMS.     6th  EiUtion. 
ANTHONY  TROLLOPES  THE  KELLYS  &  THE  O'KELLYS.  5th Edit. 

ANTHONY  TROLLOPES  THE  MACDERMOTS  OF  BALLYCLORAN. 

3rd  Edition. 

ANTHONY  TROLLOPES   RACHEL   RAY.    7th  Edition,  with  Frontis- 
piece by  J.  E.  Miix.ii.-. 

ANTHONY  TROLLOPE'S  TALES  OF  ALL  COUNTRIES.     1st  and  2nd 

Series.    With  Jllustrations  by  M.vkcus  Stoxe. 

T.    A.    TROLLOPES     LA    BE  ATA     (3id    Edition)  ;     and  a  TUSCAN 

ROMEO  AXD  JULIKT. 
T.  A.  TROLLOPES  MARIETTA.     3rd  Edition. 
T.  A.  TROLLOPE'S  GIULIO  MALATESTA,    2nd  Edition. 
T.  A.  TROLLOPES  BEPPO,  THE  CONSCRIPT.  With  Frontispiece.  2nd  Ed. 
W.  M.  THACKERAY'S   IRISH   SKETCH-BOOK.     With  Illustrations  by 

the  Author.     4th  Edition. 

ALBERT  S:MITHS  WILD  OATS  AND  DEAD  LEAVES.     2nd  Edition. 

W.  H.   WILLSS  OLD  LEAVES   GATHERED    FROM    HOUSEHOLD 

WORDS.' 
AY.  H.  AINSWORTH-S  CONSTABLE  OF  THE  TOWER.     3rd  Edition. 
W.  H.  AINSWORTH'S  LORD  MAYOR  OF  LONDON.     2nd  Edition. 
W.  H.  AINSWORTHS  CARDINAL  POLE.     2nd  Edition. 
J.  C.  JEAFFRESON  S  OLIVE  BLAKES  GOOD  WORK.    3rd  Edition. 
ROBERT  HOUDINS  MEMOIRS.     Written  by  Himself.     3rd  Edition. 
G.  A.  SALAS  GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.     2nd  Edition. 
■\nSS  MULOCKS  THE  HEAD  OF  THE  FAMILY.     Gth  Edition. 
MIS9  ANNA  DRURYS  MISREPRESENTATION.     3rd  Edition. 
MISS  ANNA  DRURYS  DEEP  WATERS.    With  Frontispiece.   2udEthtion. 
TILBURY  NOGO.     By  the  Author  of  Digby  Grand.'     3rd  Edition. 
MARKET  HARBOROUGH  (5th  Ethtion) ;  and  INSIDE  THE  BAR. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  HOUNDS.    By  Scrutatoe. 
THE  COUNTRY  GENTLEMAN.    By  Sckvtatok. 

THE  HOUSE  OF  ELMORE.     By  the  Author  of  '  Grancbnother's  Money.' 
CHARLIE  THORNHILL.    By  Chakles  Clarke. 

A  BOX   FOR  THE   SEASON.    By  Charles  Clarke.     With  Frontispiece. 

2nd  Edition. 
FOOTPRINTS  ON  THE  ROAD.     By  Charles  Kext. 

REUBEN  MEDLICOTT ;  OR  THE  COMING  MAN.    By  M.  W.  Savage, 
Author  of '  The  Bachelor  of  the  Albany." 
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COEKRAN  — BERTHA'S  REPENTANCE.     A  Tale. 

By  J.  FRAZER  CORKRAJST,  Author  of  '  East  and  West ;  or.  Once  upon  a  Time,'  &c 
Post  8vo.  cloth.    9s. 

CRAIK— THE  ENGLISH  OF   SHAKESPEARE; 

Illustrated  in  a  Philological  Commentary  on  his  Tragedy  of  '  Julius  Cajsar.'  By  GEORGR 
LILLIE  CRAIK,  Professor  of  Histoiy  and  of  English  Literature  in  Queen's  College, 
Belfast.    Second  Edition.    Post  8vo.,  cloth.    5s. 

OUTLINES    OF   THE   HISTORY    OF    THE 

ENGLISH  LANGUAGE.  For  the  Use  of  the  Junior  Classes  in  Colleges,  and  the  Higher 
Classes  in  Schools.  By  GEORGE  L.  CRAIK.  Fourth  Edition,  revised  and  improved.  Post 
8vo.  cloth.    2s.  6d. 

DxVN  TO  BEERSHEBA ;  Or  NORTHERN  and  SOUTH- 

ERX  FRIENDS.     1  vol.  post  8vo.  cloth.     10s.  6d. 

DANTE'S  DIVINE  COMEDY,  THE  INFERNO. 

A  Literal  Prose  Translation,  with  the  Test  of  the  Original  Collated  with  the  best  Editions, 
and  Explanatory  Notes.  By  JOHN  A.  CARLYLE,  M.D.  Post  8vo.,  with  a  Portrait, 
cloth.    14s. 

DAVIDSON  —  DRAWING    FOR     ELEMENTARY 

SCHOOLS.  By  ELLIS  A.  DAVIDSON,  Head-Master  of  the  Chester  School  of  Art.  Pub- 
lished under  the  sanction  of  the  Science  and  Art  Department  of  the  Committee  of  Council 
on  Education.    Poiit  8vo.  cloth.     3s. 

DE  COIN  (COLONEL  L.)  — HISTORY  OF  THE  Cul- 
tivation OF  cotton  AND  TOBACCO.  By  Colonel  ROBERT  L.  DE  COIN\  Post 
8vo.    {In  October.) 

DE  PONTES— POETS  AND  POETRY  OF  GERMANY. 

BIOGRAPHICAL  AND  CRITICAL  NOTICES.  By  Madame  L.  DAVESIES  DE  PONTES. 
Two  volumes,  post  8 vo.  cloth .    1  Ss. 

DIAGRAMS,  A  SERIES  OF, 

ILLUSTRATIVE  OF  THE  PRINCIPLES  OF  MECHANICAL  PHILOSOPHY  AND 
THEIR  APPLICATION.  Twenty-one  largo  Plates,  drawn  on  Stone.  AVith  descriptive 
Letterpress.  Puhlished  under  the  Superintendence  of  the  Society  for  the  Diffusion  of  Useful 
Knowledge.    One  large  folio  Volume,  cloth.    21.  12s.  6ci. 

DINNERS    AND    DINNER    PARTIES;    or,    The    Ab- 

surdities  of  Artificial  Life.  With  Additions,  including  a  short  Catechism  of  Cookery, 
founded  on  the  principles  of  Chemistry.    1  vol.    Second  edition,  post  Svo.    3s.  Cd. 

DICKENS  — OUR  MUTUAL  FRIEND. 

New  Work  by  MR.  ClIAltLES  DICKENS.  In  Monthly  Parts,  uniform  with  the  Original 
Editions  of  '  Pickwick."  David  Coppcrficld.'  &c.  Parts  I.  to  VI.,  price  Is.  [each.  To  be 
completed  In  Twenty  Jtonthly  Paris.    With  Illustrations  by  MARCUS  STONE,    is. 

CHILD'S  HISTORY  OF  ENGLiVND. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  Illustrations  by  MARCUS  STONE.  Post  Svo.  cloth. 
Is.  6d. 

— GREAT  EXPECTATIONS. 

New  and  Clieaper  Edition,  with  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  MARCUS  STONE.  Post 
8V0.    7«.  6d. 


CPL^PJIAN  AND  HALL,  193,  PICCADILLY.  15 


ME,    CHARLES    DICKENS'S   WORKS. 


ORIGINAIi  EDITIONS. 
GEEAT  EXPECTATIONS.     Fifth  Edition.     3  vols,  post  8vo., 

31s.  6d. 

THE    PICKWICK  PAPERS.    With  Forty-three  Illustrations 

by  Setjiour  and  '  Phiz.'    8s-o.    1?.  Is. 

NICHOLAS     KICKLEBY.      "With     Forty     Hlustrations     by 

'Phiz.'    8vo.    IZ.  Is. 

SKETCHES    BY   '  BOZ.'     A  New  Edition,  witla  Forty  lUus- 

trations  by  George  Ciiuikshaxk.    8vo.    If.  Is. 

MARTIN  CHUZZLEWIT.     With  Forty  lUustrations  by '  Phiz.' 

8vo.     11.  Is. 

THE  OLD  CURIOSITY  SHOP.     With  Seventy-five  lUustra- 

lions  by  George  Cattermole  and  H.  K.  Browne.    Imperial  8vo.     13s. 

BARNABY  RUDGE  :  A  Tale  ot  the  Riots  of  'Eighty.     With 

Seventy-eight  Illustrations  by  G.  Catteejiole  and  H.  K.  Browke.  Imperial  8vo.  135. 

AMERICAN  NOTES,  for  General  Circulation.    Fourth  Edition. 

2  vols.,  post  Svo.     IL  Is. 

OLIVER  TWIST ;  or,  the  Parish-Boy's  Progress.  Illustrated  by 

George  Ckuikshank.    Third  Edition.    3  vols.,  post  8vo.    11.  5s. 

OLIVER  TWIST.     1  vol.  8vo.,  cloth.     Illustrated,     lis. 
DOMBEY  AND  SON.      With   Forty   Illustrations    by    'Phiz.' 

Svc,  cloth.     1?.  Is. 

DAVID  COPPERFIELD.     With  Forty  Illustrations  by  '  Phiz.' 

8vo.,  cloth.    11.  is. 

BLEAK  HOUSE.     With  Forty  Illustrations  by  '  Phiz.'    8vo., 

cloth.    11.  Is. 

LITTLE  DORRIT.     With  Forty  Illustrations  by  '  Phiz.'    Svo., 

cloth.    11.  Is. 

HARD  TIMES.     Small  Svo.,  cloth.     5s. 

THE  UNCOMMERCIAL  TRAVELLER.   Third  Edition.   Post 

8vo.,  cloth.    6s. 

A  TALE  OF  TWO  CITIES.     With  Sixteen  Illustrations   by 

'  Phiz.'    Svo.    Ss. 

CHILD'S  HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND.     3  vols.,  square,  cloth. 

lOs.  6d. 

CHRISTMAS  CAROL.   With  Illustrations.  Fcap.  Svo.,  cloth.  5s. 
CRICKET  ON    THE    HEARTH.     With  Illustrations.     Fcap, 

8vo.,  cloth.    5s. 

THE  CHIMES.     With  Illustrations.     Fcap.  Svo.,  cloth.     5s. 
THE  BATTLE  OF  LIFE.     With  Illustrations.      Fcap.  Svo., 

cloth.     5s. 

THE  HAUNTED  MAN  AND  THE  GHOST'S  BARGAIN. 

With  Illustrations.    Fcap.  Svo.,  cloth.    5s. 


IG 
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MR.    CHAELES    DICKENS'S  WOEKS. 


THE  ILLUSTRATED  LIBRARY  EDITION, 

Beautifully  printed  in  Post  Octavo,  and  carefully  revised  by  the  Author. 
Original  Illustrations.     Price  7s.  Qd.  each. 


With  the 


Alreadu  Published. 

PICKWICK  PAPEPtS. 

43  Illustrations    . . 

...     2  vols. 

15s. 

NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

39  ditto 

...     2  vols. 

15s. 

MARTIN  CHUZZLEWIT. 

40  ditto 

...     2  vols. 

15s. 

OLD  CURIOSITY  SHOP. 

36  ditto 

...     2  vols. 

15s. 

BARNABY  RUDGE. 

3G  ditto 

...     2  vols. 

15s. 

SKETCHES  BY  BOZ. 

39  ditto 

...     1  vol. 

7s. 

6rf. 

OLIVER  TWIST. 

24  ditto 

...     1  vol. 

7s. 

Qd. 

DOMBEY  AND  SON. 

39  ditto 

...     2  vols. 

15s. 

DAVID  COPPERFIELD. 

40  ditto 

...     2  vols. 

15s. 

► 

PICTURES  FROM  ITALY 
AMERICAN  NOTES. 

^^'^}   8  ditto 

...     1  vol. 

7s. 

M. 

BLEAK  HOUSE. 

40  ditto 

...     2  vols. 

15s. 

LITTLE  DORRIT. 

40  ditto 

...     2  vols. 

1.5s. 

CHRISTMAS  BOOKS. 

17  ditto 

...     1  vol. 

7s. 

Qd. 

A  TALE  OF  TWO  CITIES 

16  ditto 

...     1  vol. 

7s. 

M. 

GREAT  EXPECTATIONS. 

8  ditto 

...     1  vol. 

7s. 

U. 

CHEAP  AND  UNIFORM  EDITION. 

Handsomely  printed  in  Croini  Octavo,  cloth,  v:ith  Frontispieces.  j^   ^^ 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS .50 

NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY 5    0 

MARTIN  CHUZZLEWIT 5    0 

DOMBEY  AND  SON 5    0 

DAVID  COPPERFIELD 5    0 

BLEAK  HOUSE 5     0 

LITTLE  DORRIT            5    0 

BARNABY  RUDGE     ..40 

OLD  CURIOSITY  SHOP 4    0 

OLIVER  TWIST 3    6 

SKETCHES  BY  BOZ 3     6 

CHRISTMAS  BOOKS 3    6 

GREAT  EXPECJTATIONS 3    6 

A  TALE  OF  TWO  CITIES 3     0 

AMERICAN  NOTES 2    6 

MR.   DICKENS'   READINGS.     Fcap.  Svo. 

A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL  IN  PROSE 10 

THE  CRICKET  ON  THE  HEARTH 10 

THE  CHIMES 10 

THE  STORY  OF  LITTLE  DOMBEY 10 

THE  POOR  TRAVELLER,  BOOTS  AT  THE   HOLLY-TREE 

INN,  AND  MRS.  GAMP 10 
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DIKEY— GEAMMAIEE  FEANgAISE. 

Par  L.  DIKEYi    12mo.  cloth.    3s. 

LATE^  GRAM^HAE. 


By  L.  DIREY.    l2mo.  cloth.    4s. 

AND  FOGGO'S  ENGLISH  GEAM3IAE. 


12  mo.  cloth.  3s. 

DIXON— EOBEET   BLAKE,    ADMIEAL  AND    GENE- 

RAL  AT  SEA.  Based  on  Family  and  State  Papers.  By  HEPWORTH  DIXON,  Author 
of 'Life of  William  Penn.'  Cheap  edition,  post  8vo.  boards.  2s.  Post  8vo.  cloth,  with 
portrait.    2s.  6(Z, 

WILLIAM  PENN. 


AX  HISTORICAL  BIOGPJ^HY.  By  MaLLIAM  HEPWOETH  DIXON',  Author  of 
'  Life  of  Howard.'    With  a  portrait.    Second  edition,  fcap.  8vo.  cloth.    7s. 

DODD  —  THEEE  WEEKS  IN  J\LiJOECA. 

By  the  Rev.  WILLIAM  DODD.    Post  8vo.  cloth.    5s. 

DEAYSON  —  PEACTICAL    MILITARY    SUEVEYLN^G 

AND  SKETCHING.  By  Captain  DRAYSON,  R.A.  With  illustrations.  Post  Svo. 
cloth.    4s.  6d. 

THE  COMMON  SIGHTS  IN  THE  HEA- 

VENS,  AND  HOW  TO  SEE  AND  KNOW  THEM.  By  Captain  DRAYSON,  R.A. 
1  vol.  fcap.  8vo.    8s. 

DEUEY  (ANNA)  — DEEP  WATEES. 

A  Novel.  By  Miss  ANNA  DRURY'',  Author  of  '  Misrepresentation,'  '  Friends  and  For- 
tune.' 2  vols,  post  Svo.  cloth.  21s.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  Frontispiece. 
1  vol.  crown  Svo.  cloth.    5s. 

MISEEPEESENTATION. 

By  Miss  ANNA  DRURY.    Third  Edition.    1  vol.  crown  8vo.,  cloth.    5s. 

DUNCAN  — OUE   GAEEISONS    IN    THE    AVEST ;  or, 

Sketches  in  British  North  America.  By  FRANCIS  DUNCAN,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  the 
Geological  Society;  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Geographical  Society;  Member  of  Colonies'  Com- 
mittee, Society  of  Arts;  D.C.L.  King's  College,  N.S. ;  Lieutenant  R.A,  With  Map. 
1  vol.  post  8vo.  cloth.    9s. 

DYCE'S  ELE:\IENTAEY  OUTLINES  OF  OENAMENT. 

Fifty  selected  plates.    By  WTLLIAM  DYCE,  R.A.    Folio,  sewed.    5s. 

DYCB  (EEV.  ALEXANDEE)— SHAKESPEAEE. 

A  New  Edition  in  the  press,  to  be  completed  in  Eight  Volumes,  demy  Svo.  THE  WORKS 
OF  SHAKESPEARE.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  ALEXANDER  DYCE.  This  edition  is  not  a 
mere  reprint  ot  that  which  appeared  in  1857.  On  the  contrary,  it  will  present  a  text  very 
materially  altered  and  amended  from  beginning  to  end,  with  a  large  body  of  critical  Notes 
almost  entirely  new  ;  and  with  a  Glossary,  in  which  the  language  of  the  poet,  his  allusions 
to  customs,  &c.,  will  be  fully  explained.  To  be  published  every  alternate  month.  Vols. 
I.  to  IV.  now  ready,  lOs.  each. 
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EDINBUEGH '  TALES. 

In  one  thick  volume,  imperial  8vo.  full  gilt  back.    8s.  6d. 

EDWARDS    (TENISON)  —  SHALL    WE    REGISTER 

TITLE?  Or,  the  Objections  to  Land  and  Title  Registry  Stated  and  Answered:  combining 
a  Popular  Exposition  of  the  Act  25  &  26  Vict.  cap.  53. '  By  TE>fiSOIS"  EDWARDS,  of  the 
Inner  Temple,  Esq.  Barrister-at-Law.  Dedicated  by  permission  to  the  Lord  Chancellor. 
In  crown  Svo.,  cloth,    is.  6d. 

ELEMENTARY  DRAWING  BOOK. 

Directions  for  introducing  the  First  Steps  of  Elementary  Drawing  in  Schools,  and  among 
Workmen.  With  Lists  of  jNIaterials,  Objects,  and  Jlodels.  Prepared  and  published  at  the 
request  of  the  Council  of  the  Society  of  Arts.    Small  4to.  cloth,    is.  6d. 

ELEMENTARY  DRAWING  COPY-BOOKS,  for  the  Use 

of  Children  from  four  years  old  and  upwards,  in  Schools  and  Families.  Compiled  by  a 
Student  certificated  by  the  Science  and  Art  Department  as  AN  ART  TEACHER.  Seven 
books  in  4to.  sewed. 

Book     I.  Letters,  Sd. 
J  I.  Do.  8d. 

III.  Geometrical  and  Ornamental  Forms,  Sd. 

IV.  Objects,  Sd. 
V.  Leaves,  Sd. 

VI.  Birds,  Animals,  &c.,  Sd. 
VII.  Leaves,  Flowers,  and  Sprays,  Sd. 

*:j*  Or  in  seta  of  Seven  Books,  is.  6d. 

ESQUIROS  — THE  ENGLISH  AT  HOBIE.       • 

By  ALPHONSE  ESQUIROS.    Translated  by  Sir  LASCELLES  WRAXALL,  Bart.    Xew 

Edition,  in  the  Press. 

THE  ENGLISH  AT  HOME.    Second  Series. 


By  ALPHONSE  ESQUIROS.     1  vol.  post  Svo.  cloth.     10s.  6d. 

THE  ENGLISH  AT  HOME.    Third  Series. 

By  ALPHONSE  ESQUIROS.    1  vol.  post  Svo.    10s.  6d. 


THE  DUTCH  AT  HOME. 

By  ALPHONSE  ESQUIROS.    New  Edition,  in  one  vol.  post  Svo.    9s. 

FAIRHOLT-UP  THE  NILE  AND  HOIiIE  AGAIN. 

A  Handbook  for  Travellers,  and-  a  Travel-Book  for  the  Library.  By  F.  W.  FAIRHOLT, 
F.S.A.   With  100  Illustrations  frorfl  Original  Sketches  by  the  Author.   1  vol.  post  Svo.   16s. 

FxiLSE  POSITIONS. 

2  vols,  post  Svo.  cloth.     2Is.  , 

FARM  HO]\IESTEADS,  THE. 

Completed  in  Twelve  Montlily  Parts.  A  Collection  of  Plans  of  English  Homesteads  existing 
in  dilTerent  Districts  of  the  Country,  carefully  selected  from  the  most  approved  Specimens 
of  Farm  Arcliitecture,  to  Illustrate  the  Accommodation  required  under  various  Modes  of 
Husbandry;  with  a  DlRest  <jf  the  Leading  Principles  recognised  in  the  Construction  and 
Arrangement  of  the  BuiUlings.  Edited  by  J.  BAILEY  DENTON,  M.  Inst.  C.E.,  F.G.S., 
Engineer  to  the  (ieneral  Land  Drainage  and  Improvement  Company.  Forming  1  volume 
imperial  8vo.,  cloth,  31.  3s. 
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FEATHERSTONHAUGH  (G.  W.)— LANGLEYHAUGH  ; 

A  Tale  of  an  Anglo-Saxon  Family.  By  G.  W.  FEATHERSTONHAUGH,  Author  of 
'  The  Canoe  Voyage,'  &c.    2  vols,  post  8vo.    (In  the  Press). 

FINE  ARTS  QU.^HTERLY  REVIEW,  THE. 

Edited  by  B.  B.  AVOODWAKD,  Esq.,  Her  Majesty's  Librarian.  Imperial  8vo.  ISTos.  1  to 
5  published.    6s.  each. 

FINLAISON  —  NEW    GOVERNMENT    SUCCESSION- 

DUTY  TABLES.  For  the  Use  of  Successors  to  Property,  their  Solicitors  and  Agents,  and 
others  concerned  in  the  Payment  of  the  Duties  Levied  on  all  Successions,  under  Authority 
of  the  present  Statute,  16  &  17  Victoria,  cap.  51.  By  ALEXANDER  GLEN  FLNLAISON . 
Post  8vo.,  cloth.    5s.    New  Edition. 

FISHERMAN'S    MAGAZINE    AND    REVIEW    (THE) 

Edited  by  CHOLMONDELEY  PEN'NELL.     With  Illustrations.    Nos.  1  to  1.    Is.  each. 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY)— THE  LIFE  OF  LAURENCE 

STERNE.  By  PERCY  FITZGERALD,  M.A.,  M.R.I  A.  With  Illustrations.  In  2  vols, 
post  8vo.  cloth.    IJ.  4s.  ^ 

LE  SPORT  AT  BADEN. 

With  ap  Illustration.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    4s.  6d. 

FOSTER— HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND  FOR   SCHOOLS 

AND  FAMILIES.    By  A.  F.  FOSTER.   With  numerous  Illustrations.    Post  Svo.  cloth.  6S. 

—ELEMENTS  OF  GEOGRAPHY. 


By  A.  F.  JOSTER.    Post,  cloth.    5s. 

FORSTER  (JOHN)  —  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 

A  Biography.    By  JOHN  FORSTER.    With  Forty  Illustrations.    New  Edition.    Post  8vo. 
cloth.    7s.  (id. 

FRANCATELLI— ROYAL  CONFECTIONER. 

By  C.  E.  FRANCATELLI.    With  numerous  Coloured  Illustrations.    Post  Svo.  cloth.   12^- 

FREYTAG  — PICTURES   FROM  GERMAN  LIFE,  IN 

THE  FIFTEENTH,  SIXTEENTH,  AND  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURIES.    By  HEER 
FREYTAG,  Author  of  '  Debit  and  Credit.'     Translated  by  Mrs.  MALCOLM.     U.  Is. 

Also  the   SECOND   PORTION,  including  the  EIGHTEENTH  and  NINETEENTH 
CENTURIES.    In  2  vols,  post  Svo.    21s. 

FROM  HAY-TIME  TO  HOPPING. 

By  the  Author  of  '  Our  Farm  of  Four  Acres.'    Second  edition,  small  Svo.  cloth.    5s. 

GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT  (THE). 

Fourth  edition,  post  Svo.  boards.    2s. 

GASKELL— CRANFORD— MARY  BARTON— RUTH— 

LIZZIE  LEIGH.    By  Mks.  GASKELL.    Post  Svo.  boards.    Price  2s.  each. 

MOORLAND  COTTAGE. 


With  Illustrations  by  BIRKET  FOSTER.   Fcap.  Svo.  cloth.    2s.  Cyd. 
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GENTLEWOMAN,  THE. 

By  the  Author  of  'Dinners  and  Dinner  Parties.'    "With  Illustrations.    Second  Edition. 
1  vol.  post  8vo.,  cloth,    is.  6d. 

GERMAN  LOVE. 

From  the  Papers  of  an  Alien.     Translated  by  .SUSAXXAH  ,\VINK WORTH.     Fcap., 
cloth.    4s.  6d. 

GEATTAN  (THOMAS  COLLET.)  — BEATEN  PATHS, 

AND  THOSE  WHO  TROD  THEM.    Second  Edition.    2  vols,  post  8vo.    16s. 

HAMEETON  (Mrs.)  —  JEANNE  LAEAGUAY;  a  Novel. 

Ry  Mrs.  HAMERTOJI.     1  vol.  post  8vo.    (In  October.') 

HAEYEY   (MES.)— OUE    CEUISE    IN    THE    CLAY- 

MORE  ;  WriH  A  VISIT  TO  DAMASCUS  AND  THE  LEBANON.  By  MRS. 
HARVEY,  of  Ickwell-Bury.    In  post  8vo.  cloth,  with  Illustrations.    Price  Ids.  6d. 

HAWKINS  — A     COMPAEATIYE    YIEW     OF     THE 

ANniAL  AND  HUMAN  FRAME.  By  B.  WATERHOUSE  HAWKINS,  F.L.S.,  F.G.S., 
with  Ten  Illustrations  from  ^Nature  by  the  Author.    Folio,  cloth.    12s. 

HAXTHAUSEN— TEANSCAUCASIA. 

Sketches  of  the  Nations  and  Races  between  the  Black  Sea  and  the  Caspian.  By  Baron 
VON  HAXTHAUSEN.    With  Eight  Coloured  Illustrations  by  GUAEB.    8vo.  cloth.    18s. 

THE  TEIBES  OF  THE  CAUCASUS; 

AVITH  AN  ACCOUNT  OF  SCHAJIYL  AND  THE  MURIDS.  By  BARON  VON 
HAXTHAUSEN.    Post  8vo.  cloth.     5s. 

HEATON— THE  THEESHOLD  OF  CHEMISTEY ; 

An  Experimental  Introduction  to  the  Science.  By  CHARLES  HEATON.  Witb^numer- 
ous  Illustrations.    I'ost  8vo.  cloth.     4s. 

HEINEICH  HEINE'S  BOOK  OF  SONGS. 

A  Tr;msiation.    By  JOHN  E.  WALLIS.    Crown  8vo.  cloth.    9s. 

HENSLOW— ILLUSTEATIONS   TO   BE    E:RrPLOYED 

IN  THE  PRACTICAL  LESSONS  ON  BOTANY.  Adapted  to  all  classes.  lYepared  for 
the  Souih  Kensington  Museum.  By  the  Rev.  PROFESSOR  HENSLOW.  With  Illustra- 
tions.   I'ost  8vo.     6ci. 

HOUDIN   (EOBEET)— THE    SHAEPEE   DETECTED 

AND  EXPOSED.  By  ROBERT  HOUDIN,  Author  of  '  Memoirs  of  Robert  Houdin.' 
With  Illustrations.    Post  8vo.  cloth.    6s. 

-  ME3I0IES  OF  ROBEET  HOUDIN, 


AMBASSADOR,  AUTHOR,  AND  CONJUROR.     Written  by  himself.     Third  Edition 
1  vol.  crown  8vo.    5s 
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HOUSEHOLD  WORDS. 

Conducted  by  CHAKLES  DICKKXS.  19  vols,  royal  8 vo.  cloth.  5s.  6ti.  each.  (All  tlio 
bftck  Numbers  and  Parts  may  now  be  had.) 

HOUSEHOLD     WOEDS   —   CHRISTMAS     STORIES 

FROM.    Eoyal  8vo.  cloth.    2s.  Gd. 

INDUSTRIAL  AND  SOCIAL  POSITION  OF  WOMEN, 

IN  THE  MIDDLE  AND  LOWER  RANKS.    Post  8vo.  cloth.    10s.  6d. 

JEAFFRESON    (JOHN    CORDY)  — OLIYE    BLAKE'S 

GOOD  WORK.    Third  Edition.    1  vol.  crowu.    5s. 

JERVIS— THE  RIFLE-:\IUSKET. 

A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Enfield-Prichett  Rifle,  recentlr  adopted  in  the  British  Service. 
By  CAPI'AIN  JERVIS  WHYTH  JERVIS.  M. P.,  Royal  Anillerj-,  Author  of  the  'Manual 
ot  Field  Operations.'    Second  and  Cheaper  Edition,  with  Additions.     Post  8vo.  cloth.    2.<. 

OUR  ENGINES  OF  WAR,  AND  HOW  WE 

GOT  TO  MAKE  THEM.  By  CAPTAIN  JERVIS  WHYTE  JERVIS,  M.P.,  Royal 
Artillery.    With  many  Illustrations.    Post  ovo.  cloth.    6s. 

THE   IONIAN    ISLANDS    DURING    THE 

PRESENT  CENTURY\    By  Captain  AVHY  TE-JERVIS,  M.P.    Post  8vo.  cloth.    3s.  M. 

JEWSBURY— THE  ILVLF-SISTERS. 

A  Novel.    By  GERALDINE  K.  JEWSBURY'.    Cheap  Edition.    Post  Svo.,  boards.    2s. 

KEBBEL    (T.   E.)  —  ESSAYS   UPON    HISTORY   AND 

POLITICS.  Macaulay— Popular  History— Carlisle— Bollngbroke— Pitt— Burke— Grenville 
— Fo.x— Canning— Peel— Gladstone— Disrafli— Political  Memoirs— Party.  By  T.  E. 
KEBBEL,  of  the  Inner  Temple,  Barrister-al-Law.    Crown  svo.  cloth.    9s. 

KEIGHTLEY— THE  LIFE,  OPINIONS,  AND  WRIT- 
INGS OF  JOHN  MlLTON^.  AVith  an  Introduction  to  'Paradise  Lost.'  By  THOMAS 
KEIGHTLEY'.    Second  Edition.    Demy  Svo.  cloth.     iOs.  6d. 

— THE  POEMS  OF  JOHN  MILTON. 


"WITH  NOTES  by  THOMAS  KEIGHTLEY'.    2  vols.  Svo.  cloth.    21s. 

KELLY  (W.  K.)—  CURIOSITIES  OF  INDO-EUROPEAN 

TRADITION  AND  FOLK  LORE.    By  WALTER  K.  KELLY.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    8s.  6d. 

KELLY  (T. )— LIFE  IN  VICTORIA  IN  1853  AND  IN 

1858.    By  THOMAS  KELLY'.    2  vols,  post  8vo.,  cloth.    21s. 

KENT  — FOOTPRINTS  ON  THE  ROAD. 

By  CHARLES  KENT.    In  1  vol.  crown  Svo.  cloth.    5s. 

KIRKWALL  (VISCOUNT)  —  FOUR  YEARS  IN  THE 

IONIAN  ISLANDS.  Their  Political  .nnd  Social  Condition.  With  a  History  of  the 
British  Protectorate.  Edited  by  VISCOUNT  KIRKWALL,  lately  on  the  Staff  of  Sh: 
Henry  Ward,  Seventh  Lord  High  Commissioner.    2  vols,  post  Svo.,  cloth.    21s. 
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KOHL  (J.  G.)— POPULAK  HISTORY  OF   THE   DIS- 

COVERY    OF   AMERICA,    FROM    COLUMBUS    TO    FRANKLIN'.     Translated  by 
■    MAJOR  R.  R.  A'OEL.    2  vols,  post  Svo.     16s. 

KITCHI-GAMI ; 


AVanderlngs  roiind  Lake  Superior.    Svo.,  cloth.    13s. 

LALOR    (JOHN,    A.B.)  —  ENGLAND    AMONG    THE 

NATIONS.     By  JOHN  LALOR,  A.B.    Crown  8vo..  cloth.    3s. 

LEAVES  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  AN  OFFICER  OF 

THE  GUARPS  DURING  THE   PENINSULAR  WAR.    By  LIEUT.-COL.  STEPNEY 
COWELL  STEPNEY,  K.H..  late  Coldstream  Guards.    Fcap.  cloth.    5s. 

LENNARD— TALES  FROM  MOLIERE'S  PLAYS. 

By  DACRE  BARRETT  LENNARD.    Post  Svo.  cloth.     lUs.  ed. 

LEx\OX-CONYNGHAl\I— FILER  AND  HELVIG. 

A  Danish  Legend,  by  Mrs.  GEORGE  LENOX-CONY'NGHAM.    Demy  8vo.,  cloth,    2s.  6(7. 

LIFE  IN  THE  SOUTH  FROM  THE  COMMENCE- 
MENT' OF  THE  WAR.  By  a  Blockaded  British  Subject.  Being  a  Social  History  of  those 
■who  took  part  in  the  Battles,  from  a  personal  accquaintance  with  them  in  their  own 
homes.    2  vols,  post  Svo.  cloth.    21s. 

LLOYD  PENNANT ; 

A  Tale  of  the  West.    By  RALPH  NEVILLE.    2  vols,  post  Svo.,  cloth,     li.  Is. 

LOCKER— SIR  GOODWIN'S  FOLLY. 

A  Story  of  the  Year  1195,    By  ARTHUR  LOCKER.    3  vols,  post  Svo.,  cloth.    IZ.  lis.  6d. 

LEVER'S  (CHARLES)  WORKS.     CHEAP  EDITION. 

T\\'0  SHILLINGS  EACH  VOLUME. 


JACK  HINTON.     1  vol.    2s. 
CHAKLP]S  O'MALLEY.  2  vols.  4s. 
THE  DALTONS.    2  vols.    4s. 
HARRY  LORREQUER.    1  vol.   2s. 

THE    KNIGHT     OF    GWYNNE. 

2  vols.     48. 

DODD  FAMILY  ABROAD.   2  vols. 
4s. 

THE  O'DONOGHUE.     1  vol.    2s. 


ROLAND  CASHEL.     2  vols.    4s. 
TOM  BURKE.     2  vols.    4s. 
DAVENPORT  DUNN.    2  vols.    4s. 

FORTUNES       OF       GLENCOE. 

1  vol.     2s. 

ONE  OP  THEM.     1  vol.    2s. 

MARTINS    OF    CRO'    MARTIN. 

2  vols.     4s. 

SIR  JASPER  CAREW.    1  vol.    2s. 


LEVER  — A  DAY'S  RIDE:  A  Life's  Romance. 

By  CHARLES  LEVER.    2  vols,  post  Svo.  cloth.    2Is. 
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ME.  CHAELES  LEVEE'S  WOEKS. 

LIBEAEY  EDITION. 

i  IN  DEMY  OCTAVO,  HLXISTEATED  BY  PHIZ. 


LUTTEELL   OF    AEEAX.     A  New  Serial.     Parts  I.  to  IX. 

t  •.    -    now  ready.     Is.  each. 

BAEEINGTOX.  Demj  8vo.  cloth.  With  26  Illustrations.  145. 
OXE  OF  THEM.  Demy  8 vo.,  cloth.  With  30  Illustrations.  7s. 
DAVEXPOET   DUXX ;    A  Man  of  Our  Day.      2  Yols.,  demy 

8vo.,  cloth.    "With  44  Illustrations.     Us.  \ 

THE  MAETIXS  OF  CEO'  MAETIX.    2  Vols.    With  40  Illus- 

trations.     14s. 

HAEEY  LOEEEQUEE.     1  Yol.     With  22  Hlustrations.     7s. 
CHAELES  O'MALLEY,  THE   lEISH  DEAGOOX.     2  Yols. 

With  44  Illustrations,     lis. 

JACK  HIXTOX,   THE  GUAEDSMAX.     1  Yol.     With  26 

Illustrations,     "is. 

TOM  BUEKE  OF  '  CUES.'  2  Yols.  With  44  Illustrations.  14s. 
THE  O'DOXOGHUE :  A  Tale  of  Irelaxd  Fifty  Years  Ago. 

1  Vol.    'With  2G  Illustrations.    7s. 

THE  KXIGHT  OF  GWYXXE.     2  Yols.     With  40  Illustra- 

tions.    14s. 

EOLAXD  CASHEL.     2  Yols.     Y  ith  40  Illustrations.     14s. 
THE  DALTOXS ;   oe,  Three  Eoads  ix  Life.     2  Yols.     Ylth 

44  Illustrations.    14s. 

THE  DODD  FAMILY  ABEOAD.     2  Yols.     With  40  Hlustra- 

tions.    14s. 

EOETUXES  OF  GLEXCOEE.     8vo.  with  Illustrations. 


CHEAP  AND  UNIFORM  EDITION. 

HARRY  LOEEEQUEE with  8  Illustrations  by    Phiz,' 4s. 

CHARLES  O'MALLEY,  2  Vols 16 

JACK  HINTON S 

TOM  BURKE  OF  'OLTiS,'  2  Vols.       ..  16 

THE  O'DOXOGHUE         8 

THE  KNIGHT  OF  GWYNNE,   2  Vols.  16 

ROLAND  CASHEL,  2  Vols 16 

THE  DALTONS,  2  Vols 16 

THE  DODD  FAMILY  ABROAD,  2  Vols.  16 

MARTINS  OF  CRO'  MARTIN,  2  Vols.  16 

FORTUNES  OF  GLENCOE,  1  Vol.     ..  S 

ONE  OF  THEM,  1  Vol 8 

DAVENPORT  DUNN,  2  Vol,'^ 16 


„       8s. 

„       4s. 

„       8s. 

„       4s. 

.,       Ss. 

„       8s. 

„       Ss. 

„       Ss. 

„       8s. 

„       4s. 

„       4s. 

j»                       „       Ss. 
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LOWllY'S  ATLAS. 

With  a  Copious  Index.     100  Coloured  Maps.    Large  4to.,  half-bound.    12s. 

A  New  Series  of  IMaps,  in  large  4to.,  price  One  Penny  each  Map  plain,  and  Two  Pence 
with  the  Boundaries  coloured,  eompleted  in  100  Maps,  any  of  whicii  can  be  purcliased  sepa- 
rately, plain  Id.,  coloured  2d. 

LIST  OF  THE  MAPS. 


Sheet. 


3,4. 


9. 
10. 
11. 

12  to  15. 
16. 
11. 

18  to  21. 
22. 

23  to  26. 
27. 

28to3t. 
32. 
33,  34. 


37. 

38,  39. 
40. 
41. 
42. 
43,  44. 

45. 

46  to  52. 

53. 


Sheet. 
World  in  Hemispheres — 2  Maps.        54,  55. 
World  on  Mcrcator's  Projection — 2 

JIaps.  56. 

Europe.  57, 58. 

British  Isles.  J  59,  60. 

England  and  Wales— 2  Maps.     ,  /61. 

Scotland — General.  I 

Ireland— General.  i  62,  63. 

France,  in  Provinces.  |  64  to  66. 

France  in  Departments— 4  Jlaps.  !  67. 
Holland  and  Belgium.  68. 

Spain  and  Portugal— General.  '  69,  70. 

Spain  and  Portugal— 4  Maps.    *  1  7 1,  72. 
Italy — General.  73  to  75. 

Italy  -4  Maps.  | 

Prussia  and  German  States.  j  76,  77, 
Germany  and  Swiizerland— 4  Maps. 
Austrian  Empire.  7sto80. 

Hungary    and   Transylvania  —  2 

Maps. 
Turkey  in  Europe  and  Greece.  81 ,  82. 

Bosphurus  and  Dardanelles.  83. 

Greece  and  the  Ionian  Islands.  84. 

Sweden  and  Norway — 2  ilaps.  85,  86. 

Denmark. 

Russia  in  Europe.  87. 

Asia,  North.  88,  89. 

Asia,   South,   and  Indian    Sca.s— 2    90  to  93. 

Maps.  ;  94. 

India — General.  |  95. 
India— 7  Maps.  96. 

Persia  and  Tartary.  I  97  to  100, 


Turkev  in  Asia  and  Western  Persia 

—2  Maps. 
Eastern  Persia. 

Syria  and  Arabia  Petrtea — 2  Maps. 
Cliina  and  Indian  Seas— 2  Maps. 
Australia  and  New  Zealand— Gene- 
ral Map. 
Australia — 2  j\Iaps. 
New  South  Wales— 3  Maps. 
Victoria  or  Port  Phillip  District. 
New  Zealand. 
Polynesia — 2  Maps. 
Africa— 2  Maps. 
Egypt,  Nubia,  Abyssinia,  and  P.ed 

Sea — 3  Maps. 
North  Africa — comprising  Morocco, 

Algiers,  and  Tunis — 2  Maps. 
West  Africa — comprising  Senegam- 

bia,  Liberia,  Soudan,  and  Guinea 

—3  Maps. 
Southeiii  Afric.i— 2  Maps. 
British  North  America. 
Arctic  Regions. 
Canada,  New  Brunswick,  and  Nova 

Scotia — 2  Maps. 
North  America— General. 
United  States— 2  Maps— General. 
United  States — 4  Maps. 
Me.xico. 

West  Indies  and  Central  America. 
South  America — General. 
•  South  America— 4  Maps. 


LYTTON— MONEY. 

A  Comedy,  in  Five  Acts.    By  Sir  EDWARD  BULWER  LYTTON.    8vo.  sewed.    2s.  6c?. 


NOT  SO  BAD  AS  AVE  SEEM; 

OR,  MANY  SIDES  TO  A  CflAR.lCTER.    A  Comedy,  in  Five  Acts. 
BULWER  LYTTO.V.    bvo.  sewed.    2s.  6d. 


By  Sir  EDWARD 


EICHELIEU;  OR.  THE  CONSPIRACY^ 

A  Plaj-,  In  Five  Acts.     By  Sir  KDWARD  BULWER  I-YTTON.    8vo.  sewed.    2s.  6d. 

THE  LADY  OF  LYONS ; 

OR,   LOVE   AND   PUIDE.      A  Play,   in    Five    Acts.      By  Sir  EDWARD    BULWER 
LYTTON.    8vo.  sewed.    2s.  6d. 

THE  STUDENT. 

A  Series  of  Papers.    Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth.    5s. 


M'CULLAGH  —  INDUSTRIAL    HISTORY    OF    FREE 

NATIONS.    Cnnsidered  in  Relation  to  their  Domestic  Institutions  and  External  Policy. 
By  W.TORRENS  M'CULKAGH.    2  vols.  8vo.  cloth.    24f!. 
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M'CULLAGH  —  USE  AXD  STUDY  OF  HISTORY. 

Being  the  Substance  of  a  Course  of  Lectures  delivered  in  Dubliu.  By  W.  TORRENS 
M'CULLAGH.    Second  edition,  8vo.  clolb.    10s.  Gd. 

MACKNIGHT— HISTORY  OF  THE  LIFE  AXD  TI3IES 

OF  EDMUND  BURKE.  By  THOMAS  MACivXIGHT,  Author  of  'The  I'.iglit  Hon.  B. 
Disraeli,  M.P.,  a  Literary  and  Political  Biography ;'  and  '  Thirty  Years  of  Foreign  Policy, 
a  History  of  the  Secretaryships  of  the  Earl  of  Aberdeen  and  Viscount  Palmerstou.'  0  vols. 
demy  8vo.  cloth,  price  50s. 

(THOMAS)— THE     LIFE    OF    LORD 

BOLINGBROKE,  Secretary  of  State  in  the  reign  of  Qneen  Anne.  Bv  THOMAS  MAC- 
KNIGHT.   Demy  Svo.  cloth.     13s. 


■3rACPHERS0N— VATICAN  SCULPTURES. 

Selected  and  arraiiped  in  the  order  in  -nhich  they  are  found  in  the  Galleries.  Briefly  ex- 
plained by  EOBEU'l'  MACI'HERSON,  Rome.  With  Illustrations.  1  vol.  ISmo., 
cloth.    5s. 

MALLET-COTTON: 

Tlio  Chemical,  Geolo!?ical,  and  Meteorological  Conditions  involved  in  its  Successful  Culti- 
vation. Wiih  an  Account  of  the  Actual  Conditions  and  Practice  of  Culture  in  the  Southern 
or  Cotton  States  of  North  America.  I'.y  Dr.  JOHN  WILLIAM  MALLET,  Pli.  1).  Univer- 
sity of  Gottinpen,  A  B.  Trin.  Coll.  Dublin,  Professor  of  Chemistry  in  the  University  of 
A  laljama.  Analytical  Chemist  of  the  State  Geological  Survey,  and  Chemical  Professor  to 
the  Slate  School  of  Medicine,  Mobile.    1  vol.  post  Svo.    With  Illustrations,    "is.  6d. 

^ilALLET  (ROBERT)  —THE  FIRST  PRINCIPLES  OF 

OBSERVATIONAL  SEISMOLOGY:  as  developed  in  the  Report  to  the  Royal  Society  of 
Ixindon,  of  the  Expedition  made  by  command  of  the  Society  into  the  interior  of  the 
kingdom  of  Naples,  to  investigate  the  circumstances  of  the  great  Neapolitan  Earthquake 
of  December.  1857.  By  ROBERT  MALLEI  T,  C.E.,  F.R.S,  F.G.S.,  M.RT.A.,  &c.  &c. 
Published  by  the  Authority  and  with  the  Aid  of  the  Koyal  Society  of  London.  In  2  vols, 
royal  8vo.,  with  numerous  Illustrations  in  Lithography  and  Wood,  and  Maps.    £3.  3s. 

MARIOTTI— ITALY  IN  1848. 

By  L.  MARIOTTI.    Svo.  cloth.     12s. 

MARSHALL— POPULATION  &  TRADE  IN  FRANCE, 

1861-62.    By  FREDERICK  MAP.SHALL.    1  vol.  ix>st  Svo.    iS. 

3IAZZINI  (JOSEPH)— THE  DUTIES  OF  Mx\N. 

By  JOSEPH  JIAZZINI.    Post  Svo.    7s. 

3rELVILLE  (^YHYTE)— THE  BROOKES  OF  BRIDLE- 

MERE.  By  WHY  IE  ■MELVILLE,  Author  of  '  Holmby  House,'  -The  Gladiators,'  &c. 
3  vols,  post  Svo.    (/n  October.) 

MARKET      HARBOROUGH  ; 

OR,  HOW  MR.  SAWYER  AVENT  TO  THE  SHIRES.  Fifth  Edition.  And  INSIDE 
THE  BAR,  now  first  published.  By  WHYTE  MELVILLE,  Author  of  'Digby 
Grand.'     5s. 

TILBURY   NOGO  ;    OR,  PAS- 

SAGES  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  AN  UNSUCCESSFUL  3IAN.  By  WHYTE  JtELVILLE, 
Author  of  •  Digby  Grand.'  2  vols,  post  Svo.  doth.  21s.  'And  New  Edition,  1  vol. 
crown  Svo.    5s. 
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MELINCOUET ; 

OR,  SIR  ORAN  IIAUT-TON     By  the  Author  of  'Headlong  Hall,'  &c.    Cheap  Edition. 
Post  8vo.  boards.    1*. 

MEEEDITH  (L.  A.)— OVER  TIIE  STEAITS. 

By  LOUISA  AJTOE  MEREDITH.    AVith  Illustrations.    Post  8vo.  cloth.    Ss. 

MEREDITH  (OWEN)  — THE  RING  OF  AMASIS.    From 

the  Papers  of  a  German  Physician.    Edited  by  OAVEN  MEREDITH.    2  vols,  post  8vo_ 
cloth.    21.?. 

LUCILE.    A  POEM. 


By  OWEX  MEREDITH.    Crown  8vo.  cloth.    12.?. 


- SERBSKI  PESME ; 


OR,  NATION^VL   SONGS  OF   SERVTA.    By  OWEN  MEREDITH.    Fcap.  cloth.    4.5. 

THE  WANDERER. 


A  Poem.  By  the  Author  of  '  Cly  temnestra,'  &c.   Second  edition,  foolscap  Svo.  cloth.  9s.  Cd. 

OWEN  MEREDITH'S  POEMS. 


Collected  Edition.    In  2  vols.  fcap.  Svo.    (In  the  rress.)  ; 

MEREDITH  (GEORGE)— THE   SHAVING  OF  SHAG- 

PAT.    An  Arabian  Entertainment.   By  GEORGE  MEREDITH.    Post  Svo.  cloth.  10s.  lid. 

THE   ORDEAL   OF   RICHARD 


FEVEREL.    By  GEORGE  MEREDITH.    3  vols,  post  Svo.  cloth.    SIS.  6d. 

MODERN  LOVE: 


And  Poems  of  the  English  Roadside.    1  vol.  fcap.  Svo.    6s. 


EMILIA  IN  ENGLAND. 


By  GEORGE  MEREDITH.    In  3  vols.  po»t  Svo.  cloth.    IJ.  lis.  6J. 

MICHIELS— SECRET  HISTORY  OF  THE  AUSTRIAN 

GOVERNMENT,  AND  OF  ITS  SYSTEMATIC  PERSECUTIONS  OF  PROTESTANTS.. 
Compiled  from  ofHcial  documents.    By  ALFRED  MICHIELS.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    10s.6d. 

I\IILES  BULLER ;  or  tlie  Little  World  of  Onniegate. 

3  vols,  post  Svo.     (/«  the  Press.) 

MONEY  — TWELVE   MONTHS    WITH   TPIE   BASHI- 

BAZOUKS.    By  EDWARD  MONEY.    With  Coloured  Illustrations.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    Is.- 

MOOR  — VISIT  TO  RUSSIA  IN   THE  AUTUMN  OF 

ISG'.'.    By  HENRY  MOOR.    With  Illustrations.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    7s.  6c!. 

MORGAN— THE    MIND    OF    SHAKSPERE,    AS   EX- 

IIinrrKl)  in  ins  works.     By  the  Rev   A.  A.  MORGAN,  M.A.    Second  edition,, 
foolscap  Svo.  cloth.    6s. 
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MOELEY  — ENGLISH  WEITEES.     The  Writers  before 

Chaucer;  with  an  Introductory  Sketch  of  the  Four  Periods  of  English  Literature.    By 
HENRY  MORLEY.    1  vol.  demy  8vo.    22s.  ,  . 

— MEMOIRS  OF  BAETHOLOjMEW  FAIE. 


By  IIENRY  MORLEY.    AVith  Eighty  Illustrations.    Demy  8to.  cloth.    21s. 

THE     LIFE     OF     HENEY     COENELIUS 

AGRIPPA  VOX  NETTESHEIM,  Doctor  and  Knight,  commonly  known  as  a  Magician. 
By  HENRY  MORLEY.    Li  2  vols,  post  8vo.  cloth.    ISs. 

— JEEOME  CAEDAN. 


A  BIOGRAPHY.    By  HENRY  MORLEY.    Two  vols,  post  8vo.  cloth.    ISs. 

THE  LIFE   OF  BEENAED    PALISSY,  OF 

SAINTES.    His  Labours  and  Discoveries  in  Arts  and  Science.    By  HENRY  JNtORLEY. 
Post  8vo.  cloth.    Price  i2s.    Second  and  cheaper  Edition. 

HOW  TO  MAKE  HOME  UNHEALTHY. 


By  HENRY  JIORLEY.    Reprinted  from  the '  E.\aminer.'    Second  edition,  small  Svo.  stiff 
wrapper,    is. 

A  DEFENCE  OF  IGNOEANCE. 


By  HENRY  MORLEY.    Small  Svo.  cloth.    3s. 

MULOCK— THE  HEAD  OF  THE  FAIMILY. 

By  Miss  MULOCK.  Sixth  edition,  crown  Svo.  cloth,  5s.  Cheap  edition,  post  Svo.  boards.  2s.. 

OLIVE ;  A  NOVEL. 


By  Miss  MDX.OCK.    Cheap  edition,  post  Svo.  boards.    2s. 

THE  OGILVIES ;  A  NOVEL. 

By  Miss  MDXOCK.    Cheap  edition,  post  Svo.  boards.    2s. 

AGATHA'S  HUSBAND. 

By  Miss  MULOCK.    Cheap  edition,  post  Svo.  boards.    2s. 

MUSHET— BOOK  OF  SYMBOLS. 

A  Series  of  Seventy-five  Short  Essays  on  Morals,  Religion,  and  Philosophy.  Each  Essay 
Illustrating  an  Ancient  Symbol  or  Modern  Precept.  By  ROBEilT  MUSHET.  Second 
edition,  post  Svo.  cloth.    Us. 

NATIONAL  EEVIEW.     Half-yearly.     6s, 
NOETH  AND  SOUTH. 

By  the  White  Republican  of  Eraser's  Magazine.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    9s. 

NOETON— CHILD  OF  THE  ISLANDS;  A  POEM. 

By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  NORTON.    Second  edition,  square  Svo.  cloth.    Cs. 
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OUR  FAEM   OF   FOUR  ACRES,  AND   THE   MONEY 

AVE  M\DE  BY  IT.    Twentieth  edition,  small  post  8 vo.  boards.    1«. 

PACKET  (A)  OF  SEEDS  SAVED   BY  AN  OLD  GAR- 

DENER.    Second  Edition,  Enlarged.    Crown  Svo.  boards.    Is.  6d. 

PEACOCK— GL'  INGANNATI  THE  DECEIVED. 

A  Comedy.    By  T.  L.  PEACOCK.    Fcap.  doth.    3s.  6d. 

PETO  (SIR  S.  MORTON,  BART.,  M.P.)  —  TAX ATION  : 

Its  Levy  and  Expenditure  Past  and  Future  ;  being  an  Inquiry  into  our  Financial  Policy. 
By  Sir  S.  MORTON  PETO,  Bart,  M.P.  for  Fiusbury.    Dewy  Svo.  cloth.     iOs.  6d. 

JLiMBLES     AND     RECOLLECTIONS     OF     A     FLY- 

FISHER.  Illustrated.  With  an  Appendix,  containinfc  ample  Instructions  to  the  Novice 
inclusive  of  Fly-making,  and  a  List  of  really  useful  Flies.  By  CLEKICUS.  AVith  Eigh 
Illustrations.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    7s. 

RI^CAMIER,  MADA]\IE,  with  a  Sketch  of  the  History  of 

Society  in  France.    By  Madame  M .     I  vol.  post  Svo.    Ss. 

REDGRAVE— A     MANUAL    AND     CATECHISM    ON 

COLOUR.    By  RICHARD  REDGRAVE.  R.A.     24mo.  cloth.    Sd. 

RICHMOND-A  j\rEMOIR  OF  TPIE  LATE  DUKE  OF 

RICHMOND.    AVith  a  Portrait.    I  vol.  demy  Svo.     15s. 

RIDGE— HEALTH  AND    DISEASE,   THEIR   LAWS; 

AVlTH  PLAIN  PRACTICAL  PRESCRIPTIONS  FOR  THE  PEOPLE.  By  BENJAMIN 
RIDGE,  M.I).,  F.R.C.S.    Second  Edition.    Post  Svo.,  cloth.     12s. 

OURSELVES,   OUR    FOOD,  AND   OUR 

PHYSIC.    By  Dr.  BENJAMIN  RIDGE.    In  fcap.  Svo.  cloth.    Fifth  Edition.  Price  Is.  6i. 


ROBINSON  — THE  ITALIAN  SCULPTURE  COLLEC- 
TIONS OF  THE  SOUTH  KENSINGTON  MUSKUM.  A  Descriptive  Catalopie,  com- 
prising  .in  Account  of  the  Acquisitions  from  the  Gigli  andCampaiia  Collections.  Illustrated 
with  20  Engravings.  By  J.  C.  ROBINSON,  F.S.A.,  &c..  Superintendent  of  the  Art  Collec- 
tions of  the  South  Kensington  Museum.  By  Authority  of  the  Committee  of  Council  on 
Education.     In  a  handsome  royal  Svo.  volume.    7s.  6d. 

(J.  C.)— SOUTH  KENSINGTON  MUSEUM. 

Italian  Sculptures  of  the  Middle  Ages  and  Period  of  the  Revival  of  Art.  A  Series  of  50 
Photographs  of  Works  in  the  above  Section  of  the  Museum,  Selected  and  Arranged  by 
.1.  C.  ROBINSON,  F.SA.  The  Photographs  executed  by  C.  Thurston  Thojii'son.  In 
one  larce  handsome  folio  volume,  i'6.  6s.  Published  by  Authority  of  the  Science  and 
Art  Department  of  the  Committee  of  Council  on  Education.    \*  Separate  Plates  3s.  each. 

RODENBERG— THE    ISLAND   OF   THE    SAINTS,   A 

PILGRIM AGi:  THROUGH  IRELAND.  By  JULIUS  RODENBERG.  Translated  by 
LASCJ'XLLS  WRAXALL.    Post  Svo.,  cloth.    9s. 

ROMAN  CANDLES. 

Post  Svo.  cloth.    Ss. 
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KOSCOE— POEiMS,  TRAGEDIES,  AND  ESSxiYS. 

By   WILLIAM    CALDWEIJ.    ROSCOE.     Edited,   with    a   Prefatory    Memoir,  by  his 
Brother-in-law,  lUCHAUD  HOLT  HUTTOX.    Two  vols,  crown  8vo.,  clotli.    2I«. 

SALA  (GEORGE  AUGUSTUS)  —  QUITE  ALONE. 

15y  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA.    3  vols,  pobt  Svo.    (In  Octobei:) 

GASLIGHT  AN])    DAYLIGHT,   AVITH   SOME 

LONDON  SCENES  THEY  SHINE  UPON.    I!y  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA.    Crown 
«vo.,  cloth.    Second  Edition,    ii. 

ST.  JOHN,   BAYLE— THE    SUBALPINE    KINGDO^I; 

Or.   EXPERIENCICS  AND  STUDIES  IN    SAVOY,   PIEDMONT,  AND   GENOA.    By 
BAYLE  ST.  JOHN,    "i  vols.    Post  8vo.,  cloth.    21s. 

TWO    YEARS'  RESIDENCE   IN 

A  LEVANTINE    FAMILY,     r>y  BAYLE   ST.  JOHN.     CTieap  Edition.     Post  8vo. 
boards.    Is. 

MARETBIO: 


\  STORY  OF  ADVENTURE.     By  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN.      Itejirlnted   from   •  Chamber:,-' 
Journal.'    Post  svo.,  boaids.    If. 

THE  LOUVRE ; 


Or,  BIOGRAPHY  OF  A  MUSEU.^L    By  BAYLE  ST.  JOHN.    Post  Svo.,  cloth.    \0s.  6d. 

ST.  JOHN,  J.  A.— THE  EDUCATION  of  the  PEOPLE; 

By  JAMES  AUGUSTUS  ST.  JOHN,  Author  of  -Isis,'  'Life  of  Louis  Napoleon,' &c. 
Post  8V0.,  cloth,    as.  6d.    Dedicated  to  Sir  John  Pakington,  M.P. 


— ISIS;  AN  EGYPTIAN  PILGRIMAGE. 

By  JAMES  AUGUSTUS  ST.  JOHN.    Second  Edition.    2  vols.,  post  8vo.,  cloth.    12«. 

THE  NEMESIS  OF  POAA'ER:  Causes 

and  Forms  of  Revolution.    By  JAMES  AUGUSTUS  ST.  JOHN.    1-cap.  cloth.    5s. 

PHILOSOPHY  AT   THE   FOOT   OF 

THE  CROSS.    By  JAMES  AUGUSTUS  ST.  JOHN.    Fcup.  cloth.    Cs. 

THE  PREACHING  OF  CHRIST,  ITS 

NATURE  AND  CO^'SEQUENCES.    By  JAJilES  AUGUSTUS  SI'.  JOHN.    Small  8vo., 
sewed.     Is.  6d. 

SAVAGE— BACHELOR   OF   THE  ALBANY.    A  Novel. 

By  M.  W.  SAVAGE.    Cheap  Edition.    Post  bvo.,  boards.    2s. 

THE  FALCON  FAMILY;  or,  YOUNG  IRE- 

LAND.    A  Satirical  NoveL    By  M.  W.  SAVAGE.    Cheap  Edition.    Post  Svo.,  boards.    K?. 


MY  UNCLE  THE  CURATE. 

By  M.  AV.  SAVAGE.    Cheap  Edition.    Post  8vo.,  boards.    2s. 

REUBEN  MEDLICOTT ;  or,  THE  COMING 

MAN.    By  M.  W.  .SAVAGE.    New  Edition.    Crown  Svo.,  cloth.    5s. 
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SAVAGE— CLOVER  COTTAGE ;  or,  I  CAN'T  GET  IN. 

A  Novelette.  By  the  Author  of  'The  Falcon  Family,'  ii;c.  With  Illustrations.  In 
fcap.  Svo.,  cloth.    5s. 

SHARPENS  ATLAS : 

Comprising  Fifty-four  Maps,  constructed  upon  a  Sj'stem  of  Scale  and  Proportion  from 
the  most  recent  Authorities,  and  Engi-aved  on  Steel,  by  J.  AVILSON  LOWRY.  With 
a  Copious  Consulting  Index.  In  a  large  folio  volume.  Half  morocco,  gilt  back  and 
edges,  plain,  3(JS. ;  or  with  the  maps  coloured,  42s. 


1.  The  World— Western  Hemisphere. 

2.  The  World— Eastern  Hemisphere.  , 

3.  The  AVorld- Mercator's  Projection. 

4.  Europe,  with  tlie  I\Iediterranean. 

5.  Great  Britain  and  Ireland. 
C.  England  and  Wales— Railway  Map,North. 

7.  PIngland  andWales — Railway  Map,South. 

8.  Scotland.  33, 

9.  Ireland.  34, 

10.  Franco— Belgium— Switzerland. 

11.  Belgium  and  Holland.  36 

12.  Prussia,  Holland,  and  German  States.         37 

13.  Switzerland.  38 

14.  Austrian  Empire.  39 
1.5.  Turkey  and  Greece.  40, 

16.  Greece.  41 

17.  Italy. 

18.  Spain  and  PortU!;al.  !  43 

19.  Northern    Sweden, 

Russia. 


and     Frontier     of ;  44 
45 


20.  Denmark,  Sweden,  and  Russia   on  the  j  46. 

Baltic.  I  47, 

21.  Western  Russia,  from  the  Baltic  to  the  !  48, 

Eu.xine.  I  49. 

22.  Russia  on  the  Euxine.  j 

23.  Russia  on  the  Caucasus,  50, 

24.  Russia  in  Europe.  .^1, 

25.  Northern  Asia — Asiatic  Russia.  52, 

26.  South- West.  Asia — Overland  to  India. 

27.  South-Eastern   Asia  —  Birmah,    China,  !  53, 

and  Japan.  54, 

The  above  Maps  are  sold  Separately.    Each 


,  Australia  and  New  Zealand. 
,  Egypt  and  Arabia  Petraja.  "■ 

Nubia  and  Abyssinia  to  Babel  Mandeb 
Strait. 

Asia  Minor. 

Syria  and  the  Turkish  Provinces  on  the 
Persian  Gulf. 
,  Western  Persia. 
,  Eastern  Persia. 

Atfghanistan  and  the  Punjab. 
,  Beloochistan  and  Scinde. 
,  Central  India. 
,  The  Carnatic. 

Bengal,  &c. 

Iridia — General  Map. 
,  North  Africa. 
,  South  Africa. 
,  British  North  America. 
,  Central  America. 

United  States— General  Map. 

United  States— North-East. 

United  States— Soutli-East. 
,  United  SUxtcs- South-West. 

Jamaica,  and  Leeward  and  Windward 
Islands. 
,  Mexico  and  Guatemala. 
.  South  America. 

Columbian  and  Peruvian  Republics,  and 
Western  Brazil. 
,  La  Plata,  Chili,  and  Southern  Brazil. 
,  Eastern  Brazil. 
Map,  Plain,  id. ;  Coloured,  6d. 


SHARPE— STUDENT'S  ATLAS. 

With  a  Copious  Index.    26  Coloui'ed  Maps,  selected  from  the  preceding 
boimd.    21s. 


Folio,  half- 


SLACK  — THE     PHILOSOPHY     OF    PROGRESS    IN 

HUMAN  AFFAIRS.     By  HENRY   JAMES  SLACK,  F.G.S.,  Barrister-at-Law.     Post 
8vo.,  cloth.     Gs. 


SMITH  (ALBERT)— WILD  OATS  and  DEAD  LEAVES. 

By  ALBERT  SMll'H.    Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo.,  cloth.    5s. 

TO  CHINA  AND   BACK 


BEING  A  DIARY  ICEPT  OUT  AND  HOME.    By  ALBERT  SMITH.    Svo.  sewed.    Is, 

—  (REV.  JAMES)— THE    DIVINE    DRAMA   OF 

HISTORY  AND  CIVILIZATION.    By  the  Rev.  JAMES  SMITH.    Svo.  cloth.    12s. 
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SmTH    (^IKS.)  —  PRACTICAL    AND    ECONOMICAL 

COOKERY,  with  a  Series  of  Bills  of  Fare ;  also,  Directions  on  Carving,  Trussing,  &c. 
By  Mrs.  SMITH,  many  years  professed  Coolc  to  most  of  the  leading  families  in  the 
Metropolis.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    5s.  6d..i  ,^ 

SPICER  (HENRY)  A  WHITE  H^NNiD  AND  A  BLACK 

THUMB ;  and  COUSIN  CIS.    By  HEXRY  SPICKR.    1  vol.  post  Svo.  cloth.    Ss. 

— STRANGE  THINGS  A]\IONG  US. 

By  H.  SPICER,  Author  of  '  Old  Styles.'  Kew  Edition.  With  Addenda.  Post  Svo.  doth. 
Is.  6d. 

STEPNEY— LIEUT.-COLONEL  STEPNEY  COW^LL— 

LEAVES  FROM  THE  DIARY  OF  AN  OFFICER  DURING  THE  PENINSULAR 
AVAR.    Fcap.,  cloth,    5s. 

STIGANT— A  VISION  OF  BARBAROSSA,  and  OTHER 

POEilS.    By-AVILLIAM  STIGANT.    Fcap.  Svo.  cloth.    Is. 

'ST0NT:WALL'  JACKSON,  late  General  of  the  Confede- 

rate  States  Army.  A  Biographical  Sketch,  and  an  Outline  of  his  Virginian  Campaigns. 
By  the  Author  of  '  Life  in  the  South.'    Post  Svo.    2s.  M.  boards,  3s.  cloth. 

STORY  — ROBA  DI  ROMA. 

By  W.  W.  STORY.    Third  Edition,  in  1  volume,  crown  Svo.  cloth.    7s.  Gd. 

POEMS. 

By  W.  AV.  STORY.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    5s. 

SYBEL  (VON)— THE  HISTORY  AND  LITERATURE 

OF  THE  CRUSADES.  By  VON  SYBEL.  Translated  by  Lady  DUFF  GORDON.  1  vol. 
post  svo.    10s.  6d. 

TANNHAUSER,  OR,  THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  BiVRDS. 

A  Poem.  By  NEVILLE  TEMPLE  and  EDWARD  TREVOR.  Fcap.  Svo.  cloth.  Fourth 
Edition.    3s.  6d. 

TAYLOR  (HENRY)— PLAYS  AND  POEMS. 

New  and  complete  Edition.  3  vols.  fcap.  By  HENRY  TAYLOR,  Author  of  '  Philip  Van 
Artevelde,'  '  St.  Clement's  Eve,' &c.    3  vols.  fcap.  cloth.     lUs. 

EDWIN  THE  FAIR ;  ISAAC  COMNENUS  ; 

THE  EVE  OF  THE  CONQUEST,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  By  HENRY  TAYLOR. 
Third  edition.    Fcap.  Svo.  cloth.    3s.  6tJ. 


PHILIP  VAN  ARTE\T]LDE.     By  HENRY 

TAY'LOR.    Sixth  edition.    Fcap.  Svo.  cloth.    3s.  6d. 

ST.  CLEMENT'S  EVE:  A  DRAMA. 

By  HENRY  TAYLOR,  Author  of  •  Philip  Van  Artevelde,'  &c.    1  vol.  fcap.    5s. 

THACKERAY— THE  IRISH  SKETCPI-BOOK. 

By  M.  A.  TITMARSH.    Fourth  Edition,  Uniform  with  Thackeray's  'Miscellaneous 
Essays.'    In  crown  Svo.  cloth,  with  Illustrations.    5s. 
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THACKERAY  — NOTES  of  a  JOURNEY  FROM  CORN- 

HILL  TO  GRAND  CAIRO,  BY  WAY  OF  LISBON",  ATHENS.  CONSTANTINOPLE, 
AND  JERUSALEM.  By  AV.  M.  THACKERAY.  With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece. 
Second  Edition.    Small  8vo.  cloth.    New  Edition,    is.. 

CHRISTMAS  BOOKS: 

Containing  <  MRS.  PERlilNS'  B.VLL.'  '  DR.  BIRCH,'  '  OUR  STREET."    With  lUustra- 
tions.    New  Edition.    One  vol.  square.    Cheap  Edition,  cloth.     8s. 
Or  sold  separately,  3s. 

MRS.  PERKINS'  BALL. 


With  22  Illustrations.    3s. 


DOCTOR  BIRCH  AND  HIS  YOUNG 


FRIENDS.    With  16  Illustrations.    3s. 


OUR   STREET.  ; 

AVith  16  Illustrations.    3s. 

THURSTAN— THE  PASSIONATE  PILGRIM; 

Or.  EROS  AND  ANTEROS.    By  HENRY  J.  THURSTAN.    Crown  8vo.,  cloth.    8s.  6d. 

TOWNSHEND  —  DESCRIPTIVE  TOUR  IN  SCOT- 
LAND. By  CHAUNCY  HARE  TOWNSHEND.  With  twelve  Illustrations.  Svo. 
cluth.    9s. 

SERMONS  IN  SONNETS: 

WITH  A  TE.Vr  ON  THE   NEW  YEAR:  and  other  Poems.    By  CHAUNCY   HARE 
TOWNSHEND.    Small  8vo.  cloth.    Is.  6d. 

THE   THREE  GATES. 

IN  VERSE.    By  CHAUNCY   HARE  TOWNSHEND.    Second  Edition,  with  .iddiUons 
and  Portrait.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    10s.  6d. 


TROLLOPE'S  (ANTHONY)  WORKS. 

CAN   YOU  FORGIVE   HEK  ?    With  20  Illustrations.     Vol.  I.  demy 

8vo.  cloth,     lis. 

EACHEL  EAY.     A  New  Novel.     Sixth  Edition.     In  2  vols,  post  Svo. 
1/.  Is. 

RACHEL  RAY.     Seventh  and  Cheaper  Edition.     With  Frontispiece  by 
J.  E.  MILLAIS.     1  vol.  crown  Svo.  clotli.    6s. 

NORTH  AMERICA.     Fourth  and  Cheaper  Edition.     2  vols,  post  Svo. 

(fn  the  I'rtss.) 

ORLEY  FARM.     With  Forty  Illustrations  by  J.  E.  Millais.    Hand- 
somely bound  in  cloth.    '2  vols,  duiny  Svo.  cloth.     \l.  2s. 
TAU-:S  OF  ALL  COUNTRIES.     1  vol.  post  Svo.  cloth.     10s.  Qd. 
.     Second     Series.      I'ost    Svo.   cloth. 


First  and  Second  Series.     New  and 


Cheaper  Edition.     With  Illustrations  by  Marcus  Stone.    1  vol.  crown  Svo.  cloth.    6s. 
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TEOLLOPE'S  (ANTHONY)  ^\Omiii— continued. 

DK.  THORNE.     Eighth  Edition.    5s. 

THE  BERTRAMS.     Sixtli  Edition.     5s. 

WEST  INDIES  AND  THE  SPANISH  MAIN.     Fifth  Edition.     5s. 

THE  KELLYS  AND  THE  OKELLYS.    Fifth  EcUtion.     5s. 

THE  MACDERMOTS  OF  BALLYCLORAN.     Third  Edition.     5.^. 

CASTLE  RICHMOND.     Fourth  Edition.    5s. 

Uniformly  printed  in  crown  8vo.,  and  handsomely  bound  in  red  cloth. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  ADOLPHUS)— LINDISFAEN  CHASE. 

By  THOMAS   ADOLI'HUS   TROLLOrE,  Author  of  ■  La  BeaUi,"  '  Peppo,'  &c.    3  vols, 
post  8vo.    {In  October.) 


BEPPO.  THE  CONSCRIPT. 

By  THO.MAS  ADOLPHtJS  TP.OLLOI'E.    2  vols,  post  8vo.,  cloth.  II.  Is. 
New  .ind  Cheap  Edition.    'With  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo.,  cloth.    5s. 

GUILIO  MALATESTA. 


New  and  Cheap  Edition.    Crown  Svo.,  cloth.    5s. 

MARIETTA. 


New  and  Cheap  Edition.    Crown  Svo.,  cloth.    5s. 

LA  BEATA:  a  Novel. 


Crown  8vo.,  cloth.    5s. 


A  LENTEN   JOURNEY   IN  UM- 

BRIA  AND  THE  MARCHES  OF  ANCOXA.     1  vol..  post  Svo.     10s. 

PAUL    THE    POPE   AND    PAUL 


THE  FRIAR:  A  story  of  an  Interdict.    With  Portrait.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    12s. 

— FILIPPO  STROZZL    A  Biography. 

Post  Svo.  cloth.    12s. 

TUSCANY   in   1849   and    in   1859. 


Post  Svo.  cloth.    lOs.  W. 


A       DECADE        OF      ITALIAN 


WOMEN.    2  vols,  post  8vo.,  cloth.    With  Portraits.    22s. 

THE    GIRLHOOD    OF    CATHE- 
RINE DE'  MEDICI.    In  1  vol.  post  Svo.,  cloth.    10s.  Qd. 

TROLLOPE    (THEODOSIA)  —  SOCIAL   ASPECTS   OF 

REVOLUTION,  IN  A  SERIES  OF  LETTERS  FROM  FLORENCE.  Reprinted  from 
the '  Atheiijeum.'  Witli  a  Sketch  of  Subsequent  Events  up  to  the  Present  Time.  Br 
THEODOSIA  TROLLOPE.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    Ss.  6d. 

TWILIGHT  THOUGHTS.     By  M.  S.  C, 

Author  of  '  Little  Poems  for  Little  People.'  'Second  Edition,  with  a  Frontispiece.  Fcap. 
cloth.    Is.  6(i. 
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VANCE     (ALEXANDER)  —  ROMANTIC    EPISODES 

OF  CHIVALRIC  AMD  MEDIAEVAL  FRANCE;  to  which  are  appended  some  few 
Passages  from  Montaigne.  Now  done  into  English  by  ALEXANDER  VANCE.  Post  8vo. 
cloth.     10s.  6(1. 

THE    HISTORY    AND 

PLEASANT  CHRONICLE  OF  LITTLE  JEHAN  DE  SAINTRE,  AND  OF  THE  LADY 
OF  THE  FAIR  COUSINS.  Together  with  the  Book  of  the  Knight  of  the  Tower  Landry, 
which  he  made  for  tlio  Instruction  of  his  Daughters.  Now  done  into  English  by  ALEX- 
ANDER VANCE.    Post  8vo.,  cloth.     lOs.  Gd. 

VLADIMIR  AND  CATHERINE; 

Or,  ICeiv  in  the  Year  1861.  An  Historical  Romance.  By  a  Thirty  Years'  Picsident  in 
Russia.     1  vol.  post  8vo.,  cloth.     10s.  6d. 

WALKER   (MARY  ADELAIDE)— THROUGH   IMACE- 

DONIA  TO  THE  ALBANIAN  LAKES.  By  MARY  ADELAIDE  WALKER.  In 
1  vol.  demy  8vo.    With  Twelve  beautiful  Illustrations.    {Xearly  ready.) 

WALMSLEY   (COL.)— THE   CHASSEUR  D'AERIQUE, 

AND  OTHER  TALES.  By  HUGH  M.  WALMSLEY,  Colonel  Imperial  Ottoman  Army, 
Author  of  '  Sketches  of  Algeria,'  &c.  With  Photographic  Illustrations.  Post  8vo.  {In 
the  Fress.) 

WAYFARING    SKETCHES    AMONG    THE    GREEKS 

AND  TURKS,  AND  ON  THE  SHORES  OF  THE  DANUBE.  By  a  Seven  Years' 
ResideAt  in  Greece.    Second  Edition.    Post  8vo.  cloth.   Ss.  , 

WEBER,  HERR  VON— LIFE  OF  CARL  MARIA  VON 

"WEBER.    By  HERR  VON  WEBER.    2  vols,  post  8vo.    {In  the  Press). 

WHIST-PLAYER  (THE). 

THE  LAWS  AND  I'RACTICE  OF  SHORT  WHIST.  E.xplainf.d  and  Ir.LrsiEATED 
UT  COLONEL  BLYTII.  With  numerous  Diagrams  printed  in  Colours.  Imp.  ICrao. 
Second  Edition.  5s. 

WHITE  — A  LONDONER'S  WALK  TO  THE  LAND'S 

END,  AND  A  TRIP  TO  THE  SCILLY  ISLES.  Second  Edition.  Post  8vo.  cloth. 
With  four  Maps.    4s. 

.-  A  MONTH  IN  YORKSHIRE. 


By  WALTER  WHITE.     Fourth  Edition.     AVith  a  Map.     Post  Svo.  cloth.  «  4S. 

ALL  ROUND  THE  WREKIN. 

By  WALTER  WHITE.    Second  Edition,  post  Svo.  cloth.    9s. 

NORTHUMBERLAND  AND  THE  BORDER. 

By  WALTER  WHITE.    Second  Edition,    With  a  Map.    Post  8vo.  cloth.    IDs.  6d. 

A  JULY  HOLIDAY    IN    SAXONY,  BOHE- 

MIA  AND  SILESIA.    By  WALTER  WHITE.    Post  Svo.  cloth.    Os. . 

-ON  FOOT  THROUGH  TYROL 


IN  THE  SUMMER  OF  1855.    By  WALTER  WHITE.    Post  Svo.  cloth. 


CHAPMAN  AND  HALL,  193,  nCCADILLY.  35 

WHITE— A  SAILOE-BOY'S  LOG-BOOK. 

From  Portsmouth  to  Teilio.  With  a  Portrait.  Edited  by  WALTER  WHITE.  1  vol. 
croTvn  8vo.    5s. 

WILKINSON  (J.  J.  G.)  —  THE  HUMAN  BODY  AND  ITS 

COyXEXIOX  ■WITH  MAX.  Illustrated  by  the  principal  Organs.  By  JAMES  JOHN 
GAKTH  WILKIXSON.     Post  8vo.  cloth.    5s. 

WILLIAMS— HINTS    ON    THE    CULTIVATION    OF 

BRITISH  AND  EXOTIC  FERXS  AND  LYCOPODIUMS;  with  Descriptions  of  One  Hun- 
dred and  Fifty  Species  and  Varieties.  By  BENJ.VillN  SAMUEL  WILLIAMS.  Svo 
cloth.    3s.  6d. 

— THE    OECHID-GEO\A^R'S    MANUAL  ; 

Containing  a  Brief  Description  of  upwards  of  Two  Hundred  and  Sixty  Orchidaceous  Plants, 
together  with  Notices  of  their  times  of  Flowering,  and  most  approved  Modes  of  Treatment! 
By  BENJAMIN  SA:sIUEL  WILLIAMS.  With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece.  Second  Edition. 
Post  8vo.  cloth.    5s. 

WILLS  — OLD  LEAVES  GATHERED  FROM  'HOUSE- 
HOLD WORDS.'    By  W.  HENllY  AVILI^.    Post  8vo.  cloth.    5s. 

WORNUM  (R.  N.)— THE  EPOCHS  OF  PxVINTING. 

A  Biographical  and  Critical  Essay  on  Painting  and  Painters  of  all  Times  and  many  Places 
By  RALPH  NICHOLSON  WORNUM,  Keeper  and  Secretaiy,  National  Gallery.  With 
numerous  lllusti-ations.    Demy  8vo.,  cloth.    20s. 

THE  CHARACTERISTICS  OF  STYLES; 

An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the  History  of  Ornamental  Art.  By  RALPH  N.  AVOR- 
NUM.    In  royal  8vo.  cloth,  with  very  many  "illustrations.    Second  Edition.    8s. 

WRIGHT  — A   HISTORY  OF  DOMESTIC   MANNERS 

AND  SENTIMENTS  IN  ENGLAND  DURING  THE  MIDDLE  AGES.  By  THOMAS 
WRIGHT,  M.A.,  F.S.A.,  Hon.  M.R.S.L.,  &c.;  Corresponding  Member  of  the  Imperial 
Institute  of  France  (Academie  des  Inscriptions  et  Belles  L('ttres).  Illustrated  by  upwards 
of  300  Engi-avings  on  Wood;  with  Illustrations  from  the  Illuminations  in  Contemporary 
Manuscripts,  and  other  sources,  drawn  and  engraved  by  F.  W.  Faieholt,  F.S.A.  In 
1  vol.  fcap.  quarto,  price  21s.,  bound  in  an  appropriate  oniamental  cover. 

^VRIGHT  (R.)-THE  LIFE  OF  GENERAL  WOLFE. 

By  R.  WRIGHT.    In  1  vol.  demy  8vo.,  cloth.     16s. 

YONGE  — THE  LIFE  OF  FIELD-MARSHAL  ARTHUR, 

DUKE  OF  AVELLINGTON.  By  CHAPJ.ES  DUKE  YONGE.  With  Portrait,  Plans  and 
Maps.    2  vols.  8V0.  cloth.    40s. 

— — PARALLEL    LH^ES    OF   ANCIENT    AND 

MODERN  HEROES,  of  Epamnoxdas,  Philip  of  Macedon,  Gustavus  Adolphts,  and 
Feederick  the  Great.  By  CHARLES  DUKE  YONGE,  Author  of  'A  History  of 
England,'  &c.    Small  8vo.  cloth.    4s.  6d. 

ZOE'S  BRAND  ;  a  Novel. 

By  the  Author  of  '  Recommended  to  Mercy.'    3  vols,  post  8vo.,  cloth.    1?.  lis.  6d. 
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THS    CHARACTERISTICS   OF    STYLES.     An  Introduction 

to  the  Study  of  tlis  History  of  Ornamental  Art.  By  llALPH  X.  'WOUNUM.  Second 
Edition.     In  rov.il  8vo.,  with  very  many  Illustrations,     g.'. 

BURCHETT'S  LUSTBAR  PERSPECTIVE.  By  R.  BURCHETT, 

Fifth  Kdition.     Post  8vo.     ^V'ith  IlUisirations.     "is. 

BURCHETT'S     DEPIWITIONS     OP     GEOMETRY.      24mo. 

spu-fd.     Third  Edition.     I'rice  od. 

BURCHETT'S    PRACTICAL    GEOMETRY.    Poui'tli  Edition. 

8vo.  cloth.     Price  5^. 

DYCE'S  ELEMENTARY  OUTLIJSTES  OP  ORI^AMEWT.    50 

Selected  Plates,  small  tolio,  sewed.     Price  5s. 

TEXT  TO  DYCE'S  DRAWING  ROOM.    Peap.  8vo.    Price  Gd. 
REDGRAVE'S  MAKUAL  AND  CATECHISM  ON  COLOUR. 

.  Sc'cond  Edition.    2tmo.  sewed.     Price  9(Z, 

REDGRAVE  ON   THE   NECESSITY  OP  PRINCIPLES  IN 

TEACHING  I )ESiGN'.     Ecap.  sewed.     Price  6J. 

A  DIAGRAM  TO  ILLUSTRATE  THE   HARMONIOUS  RE- 

EAI'IOXS  OF  COIX)L:i;.    Small  folio,     i'rice  Orf. 

PRINCIPLES  OP  DECORATIVE  ART.  Polio,  sewed.  Price  Is. 
LINDLEY'S  SYMMETRY   OP  VEGETATION.    8vo.  sewed. 

I'rice  Is. 

ROBINSON'S  LECTURES  ON  THE  MUSEUM.    Peap.  sewed. 

Price  G  I. 

AN  ALPHABET  OP  COLOUR.    Reduced  from  the  works  of 

Field.  Hav.  Ciievrenil.     4 to.  sewed.     Price  :is. 

DIRECTIONS     POR     INTRODUCING     ELEMENTARY 

DllAWlXG  IN  SCHOOI^S  AXi)  AJION'G  \TO111CMEN.  Published  at  the  request  of 
the  So;  iety  of  Arts.     Small  -Ito.  cloth.     Price  4s.  6'7. 

ILLUSTRATIONS    TO    BE    EMPLOYED    IN    THE    PRAC- 

TICAE  EKS.SONS  O.V  BOrANY.  Adipted  to  .tII  classes.  Prepared  for  the  South  Ken- 
si. ,^ton  Museum,  liy  the  i'lK\'.  i'UOF.  HI'^NSLOW.  With  Illustrations.  Post  Svo. 
Price  6d. 

DRAWING  POR  ELEMENTARY  SCHOOLS :  Being  a  Manual 

of  the  Methoil  of  Teaching'  Drawint!,  speciallv  adapted  for  the  Use  of  Masters  of  National 
and  Parocliial  Schools.  Dy  ELLIS  A.  DAVIDSO.V,  Head  iMaster  of  the  Chester  School 
of  Art.  Published  under  the  sanction  of  the  Science  and  Art  Department  of  the  Com- 
niitU'e  of  Coinicil  of  J'Mucation.     Post  (ivo.  cloth.     3s. 

ELEMENTS  OP  GEOMETRICAL  DRAWING ;  or  Practical 

Geometry,  I'lane  and  Solid,  Including  both  Orthographic  anil  IVr.-pective  Projection.  lUus- 
traU'd  by  Sl.Kty  Plates,  enj.-aved  by  J.  W.  Lowry.  from  origind  drawings.  15y  THO.MAS 
BliADIJOY.  o'f  the  Poyal  Military  Academy,  AVoolwicli,  and  Professor  of  Geometrical 
Drawing  at  IClngs  Colleg",  London  J'ublished  for  the  Committee  of  Council  on  Education. 
InTwo  Parts,  oblong  folio,  clolli,  16s.  each. 
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